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„e Poet. * 


> AS Hartfort, Sir Timothy, Smerk, and Tegue 0 
x Divelly, are true Comical Characters, aud have ſome- 


1 e deſen d againſt 2 


N 


10 che N 


OPS aud Kyaves, are the fireeſ chendes for 
| Comedy, and this Town was wont #0 abound with 
Variety of Vanities and Kpaveries till this un- 
happy Diviſion. But all rug now into Poli- 
ti icky, and you muſt needs, if you touch upon. any Hu- 
wour of this Time, offend one of the Parties." The 
Beunds. hein then Jo narrow, I ſaw there was no 
121 far 9. e of an entire Comedy, wbere-.- 
4 Reliſh of the me z) 
. lved 20 male as n Eutortain- 
Self a meu the ritt 
Rules of 4 Comedy; which was. the Reaſon of my antre- 
ducing of Witches, Ne I will be. bald to „ that 


| 


and therefore 1 


thing new in em. And how any of theſe (the Scene h- 
ing laid; in Laneaſhire) could offend any Party here, blue 
that of Papiſts, J could not imagine, till I beard that 


core it was acted) by 4 Party, uhu (being rao:aſhamed 
to fay it was. for the fake of the Irtfh Price) pretended 
that I had written a Satyr upon the Church of England, 
and ſeveral profe ot Papiſts railed at it violently; before 
they had ſeen it, alledging that for a: Reaſon ; ſuch dear 

Friends they are to aur Church. And ( notwishflanding al 

was put out that could any way be wreſted to a Offene 
againſt the Church) yet they came with the gr cateſt Mia 
lice in the Mord tothifs it, and many that call d em- 
ſelves Preteſtonts, Jond my alen * that noble Enters 
prie. 
Ham ſtrict a Serutiny was 44 woos the Play; you 
may Mlle. for I haze in * own Vindication pr iutat 
— : it 


rer 


. 


8 *— p = _— 


„ Fo the READER. 
ie as I firſt writ it; and all that was expunged i: Wl 
| Printed in the Tralick Letter, All the Difference is, ib 
I havg,now;orgamed Smęrk, who before was 4 young WS 
| Srudant iu bike ity, expecting Orders and to be Chay. 
i . lain to Sir Edward. The Maſter of the Revels (who I (Ws 

. muſt confeſs uſed. me civilly  encugh) ticens'43t at fr Wl 
with little Alteration + But there came ſuch an Alam 
te him, and a Report that it was full of dangerous. Re- 
fedt ions, that upon a Review, he expunged all that you Y 
fee differently printed, except abcut a dozen Lines which 
be ſtruck. out at the fir ſt Reading. N 
* Bur, for all this, they came reſolved to biſs at it right 

or wrong, and had gotten mercenary Fellows, who were Ra | 
| { Fools they did not know when to bifs, and this was evident 


| - all the Audience. It was wonderful to-ſee Men of great 
Quality and Gentlemen, in ſo mean a Combination. But 
| to. my great Satisfattion they came off as meanly as | 
' -eould'wiſh. I had ſo numerous an Aſſembly of the beſt 
{fort of Men, who ſtood ſo generouſly in my Defence, for 
the three firſt Days, that they quaſh'd all the vain At- 
tempts of my Enemies, the inconſiderable Party of Hiſ- 
ſers yielded, and the Play lived in ſpight of them. 
- Had it been neuer ſo bad, I had valued the Honour of 
baving ſo many, and ſuch Friends, as eminently appear- 
ed ſor me, above that of excelling the moſt admirable 
Johnſon, i, it were poſſible to be done by me. 0 
New, for reflecting upon the Church of England, you ” 
wil find, by many Expreſſions in the Play, that I in- 


| tended the contrary. And F am well aſſured that no 
learned or wife Divine of the Church will believe me 
; 2 it. F profeſs to bave a Value and Neſpett for 
| Bur they whe ſay that the Repreſentation of ſuch a 
| Fool.and Knave as Smerk (who is declared to be an in- 
Famous Fellow, not of the Church, but crept into it for a 
 &Jivelibood, expaſed for his Folly and Knavery, and ex- 
| pelld the Family) ſhould concern or refle8 2 bunch 
a a | ; a 0 


To che R E AUER. 


i OE Church of England, do ſufficiently abuſe it. & faoliſb 
«: WE Lord or Knight ii daily repreſerted © nor are there Gp: 
ils to believe it an dbuſe'to their Orden. Sheuld 
3. EE Thompſon, or Maſon; or any impudent ber- headed 
| (IRE tantivy Fool be expoſed ; 1 am confident. that the ſaber. 
and the wiſe Divines of the Church will be.ſo far from 


b thinking themſelves congern'd in it, that they deteſt them 
1 4 much as I do. „ 1 een 
= Nor ſhould any of the Iriſh Nation think, themſelves: 
concern d, but Kelly (one of the Murderers of Sir EG. 
mond -Bury Godfrey) which I make to be his feigu d 


Name, and Tegue O Divelly his true one. For Whores: 

ch and Prieſts have ſeveral Names ſtill, 1 
it Some of the worſted Party of the Hiſſers were fo mali 
a: WE cious to make People believe (becauſe I had laid the Scene 
uri Lancaſhire) that I had reflected perſonally on ſume in 
1 RE that, and in an adjoyning County ; which no Man that 
Nil give himſelf leave to think can belieue. Aud Ido 
or © by hereby ſolemnly declare the contram, and that * was ne. 
ver once in my Thoughts to do ſor. > 
„Bi the Clamours of a Party (who can ſupport ebem- 
ſelves by nothing but Falſebood) roſe ſo high, as to re- 
of port that I had written Sedition and Treaſon, had re- 
* flefted upon his Majeſty, and that the Scope of the Play: 


was againſt the Government of England; which. are 
Vilanies I abhor, and fome' of the Reporters I believe: 
would not ſtick, at: But am well. aſſured they did nos 
== believe themſelves, only (out of Malice to me) — 
LS they could bring the Report to Windſor, (which they did) 
== by that Means to cauſe the ſilencing the Play, without; 
an farther Examination: But they who hadithe Power: 
3 were too ju for that, and let it live. 2% ,&17173560 
For. theſe Reaſons Lam forced, in my own Vindicati 
to print the whole Play juſt as I writ it, (without adding; 
or diminiſhing) as all the Afors wha rebears'd it ſo c 
3 before it * review d, 77 Hefei... \ 
For the Magical Part, I had ne hopes of equalling 
F 43 - Shakes 


* 


Shakeſpear in "Fancy, who created bis Withberaft fir 

the moſt part out of bis own Imagination, (in which Fa. 
. calty ne Mani ever excelF'd him) and therefore I reſolv'd 

to ia mine from Authority. And to that end, there i; 
nr on Ain in the Play, nay ſcarce a” Word concern. Ws d 
g it, but it borrow'd from ſome ancient and" modern Wa 
Miebmonger; wherein I have Pn you a great part 0 
ef the Doctrine of Witchcraft, believe it who will, For 
1 part, I am (as it is ſaid of Surly in the Alchymiſt) 
fomewhat coſtive of Belief. he Evidence: I have re. 
Preſented: are natural, viz. flight and frivolous; fuch as 

poor old Women were wont to be hang d upon. 

Fer the Actions, if I had not repreſented them as thiſe 
| Feel Witches, but bad ſhow'd the Ignorance; Fear, Me- 
i Fancholy, Malice, Confederacy and Im poſture that contri- 
due to the Belief of Witchcraft,” the People had wanted Wil 
| Diverſion; and t here had been another Clamour againſt it; 6 
n wbuld have bern call d Atheiſtical, by a prevailing Par- We” 

17; who tale it ill that tbe Power of the Devil ſhould Wil 

be leſſen d, and attribute more Miracles to a ſilly old 
- Woman, than ever they did to the greuteſt Prophets; and 

Þy this menns the Play might have been ſilenced. 

F bave-but one thing more to obſerve, which is, that 

Wteheraft," being a Religion to the Devil, (for fo it #, 

the Witehes: being the Devil's Clergy, their Charmt upon 

feveral Occaſions being ſo many Offices of the Witches Li- 

tirgy to bim,) ani attended with as many Ceremonies a 
even the  Popiſh Religion n, iu remarkable that the 

Church of the Devil (if I muy 'catechreſtically call it ſo) 

Bas continued almoſt the ſame, from their firſt Writers 
n Subje# to the laft ; from Theoeritus bis Phar- 
- - Maceurria, to Sadduciſmus Triumphatus: and to the 

ee Divines, the Church of Chrift har been in per- 
Ferna Alteration, But had there been as little to be 
2 in one. in the other, is probable there would 
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PROLOGUE. 


* R Poet once reſolv'd to quit the Stage, 


But ſeeing what ſlight Plays ftill pleaſe the Age, 
Ye is drawn in: and thinks to paſs with eaſe; 


Wc cannot write ſo ill as ſome that pleaſe. 
Dr Author ſays he bas no need to fear, 
1 Faults but of good Writing you can bear. 
3 be common Eyes all Paintings pleaſe alike ; 
1 ſigns are as good to them. as Pieces of Vandike. 
© dur Author honours th' underſtanding Few; 
2 from the Many he appeals tu you : 
* For (tho' in Intereſt moſt ſhould judge] tis fit 
ere ſpould an Oligarchy be in Wit; | 

5 alſe Wit is now the moſt pernicious Weed, 


* 


ank and overgrown and all run up to Seed. 


a knaviſh Politicks much of it is employ'd, 

; 

8 ib naſty. ſpurious Stuff the Town is cloy'a.; | 
s | Which daily from the teeming Preſs y“ have found, 
e true Wit ſeems in Magick-Fetters bound, 

) ike Sprights which Conjurers Circles de ſurround; 
„Age, Sores muſt rankle farther, when 

- RW cannet bear the cauterizing Pen: 

4 hen Satyre the true Medicine is declin's, 


at bope of Cure can our Corruption find! 
1 F the Poet's End only to pleaſe muſt be, 
5 7 glers, Rope-dancers, are as good as he. 


Iaſtru dias 


PROLOGUE. _ 


Inflrufion is an honeſt Poet's Aim, 

And not a large or wide, but a good Fame. 
But he has found long fince this would. not dd, 
And therefore thought to have deſerted you: 
But Poets and young Girls by no Miſhaps | 
Are warn'd, thofe damning fright not, nor theſe Clay, | 
Their former Itch will ſpite of all perſuade, | 
And both will fall again to their old Trade. 
Our Poet ſays, that ſome reſolve in Spite 

To damn, tho good, whatever be ſhall write. 
He fears not ſuch as Right or Wrong oppoſe, | 
He ſwears, in Senſe, bis Friends outweigh fuch For, 
He cares not much whether be fink or ſwim, 
He will not ſuffer, but we ſhall for bim. 

We then are your Petitioners to Day, 

Your Charity for this crippled Piece we pray: 
We are enly Looſers, if you damn the- Play, 


FA 
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PILOGUE, 


+ Spokei RMA Ries and Traur. b 
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4 e 5 
„. Barry. | Skilful Miſtreſs uſes wond'rous Art, 

3 4 To ketp a peeviſh. crazy Lover Heart. 

7 ank ward Limbs, forget ful of Delights, © 

1/7 be urged on by Tricks and painſul Nights; - 

—_:c the poor Creature is content to bear, 

„„ Manivas and new Petticoats to wear. 

, Sirs, your feckly Appetites to raiſe, «1 

e /arving Players try @ Thouſand Ways, 

4 had a Spaniſh Fryar of Intrigue, 

0 And now we have preſented you a Tegue ; 

Dich with much Coft from Ireland we have got, 

Fi It be be dull, Cen __ N for the Plot. 

4 | Tegue. Now beve 4 care, for by my S boul Salvaalion, 

Dish vill offend a Party in de Naation. 


- 
{i 


Mrs, Barry. They that are angry muſt be very Beaſts, 
| For all Religions laugh at fooliſh Prieſts. 


0 Tegue. By Creeſh, I ſwear, de Poet has undone me, 
þ ome fomple Tory vill maak beat upon me. 


2M 3h 2 2 
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Mrs. 3 6045 Pa bope you : will not ® 
4 Martyr niade of our poor Tony Leigh. | 
Our Popes and Fryers on one fide offend, 
And yet, alas! the City's not our Friend 

The City, neither like us nat our Vit, F 
They ſay. their Wivgs learn Ogling in abe Pit. 
They re from the Boxes taught to make Advances, 
To anſwer ſtolen Sighs and naughty Glancet. 

We vertuous Ladies ſome new Ways muſt ſeek, 
For all conſpire our playing Trade to break. 

If the bold Poet freely ſhows bis Fw 

In every Place ibe ſnarling Fops complgiy ; 


| Of. your groſs Follies, if you will not hear, | x 
With inoffenſive Nonſence you muſt bear. £ 
| | You, like the Husband, never ſhall receive l 1 

8 | Half the Delight the ſpori ſul Wife can give. . 
* A Poet dares not whip this 25 Age, Y 

: You cannot * Foe 9 8 the oy — 
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A worthy hoſpitable true 

Engliſh Gentleman, of good 

Edward Hartford, Underſtanding and honeſt | 
Principles. 

A clowniſh, ſordid, Coun- 


| ö | ng Hartford his 1 0 Fool, that loves no- 


er, 


ng but drinking Ale and 
Country Sports. 
A ſimple Juſtice, pretending 


Lb to great Skill in Witches 
Jeffery Shacklebead, <\ and a great Perſecuter of 


them. 
; Sir Jeffery's Son, a very 


7 - confident, ſimple 
Timothy Shacklehead, 2 Pell gg 2 Ofen - 


and the Inns of Court. 
Sir Jeffery's poor younger 
3 Brot 


r, an humble Com- 
panion, and led, Drinker 
in the Country. 
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1. Shacklebead, 


Fooliſh, Rn Popith, 
Arr » Infolent ; yer 
Er Ioecreſt, avi. 
le Iriſh Prieſt, an equal 
Mixture of Fool and Knave. 


verk. 


gue O Divelly, 


. * - 8 4 . 
8 1 


Ifort, . Yorkſhire Gentlemen of 
9 | ubty, good Eſtates, well-bred, ; 
—_ and of good Scaſc. 


Wife to Sir Jeffe 5 A 0 
table diſcreet Lady, ſome- 
_ inclined ro Wantone - 


Theodoſia, 


Wy Shack /ehea, 
33 


Chaplain to Sir Eduard, 


Throne, PDacgber o - 

*Sir Jeffery, and Lady Women VN 

Iſabella, Daughter to Sir Wit, and 
Edward Hartfost, , 

Suſan, Houfe-keepet'to Sir Edwird; SIRE. 

Clod, A Country Fellow, a Retainer to Sir Edwart 
Family. 


Thomas O Georges, Another Je? Fellow. 


_ Conſtable. | 
The Devil; 


Mother Demdike, 
Mother Dickenſon, 
Mother Hargreve, 
Mal. Spencer, 


- 


* * 


Witches. 


ING Madge, and ſeveral others, 
| ED Old Women that ſearch them. 
3 0 Servants, Dancers, Muſicians, — '&c, 
+4 
LS The Scene i in Lancabire near Pendle Hill. 
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Enter Sir Edward Hartford end Smerk. 


Smerk. _ 
2 NS IR, give me Leave, as by my Duty bound, 


(For all your real Courteſy and ſeeming - 
7 Mirth * | An 
4 Among your Friends that viſit you) ft 
1-4 conflant Melancholy does poſſeſs you, Sir, aA 
„are alone, and you ſerm 2 to reliſh 


o 


The 


T4 The Lancaſhire Witches. 


The Happineſs your ample Fortune, and 

The great Eſteem your Worth bas ever gain'd 

From all good Men might give you; I am bound 

1” enquire the Cauſe, and offer my Advice. N 
Sir Edw. Pray ſearch no fartber, J, for once, cn . 

The Rajhneſs of your Curioſity, (pardm IP 

I did not take you for my Counſellor. 1 

| Smerk. You now, Sir, are become one of my Flick: 

| And I am bound in Conſcience to adviſe, 

1 And ſearcb into the Troubles of your Spirit, 
; 


To find the Secrets that diſturb your Mind. 
Sir Edw. 1 do not wonder, that a Perſun ſhould 
©. Be fooliſh and pragmatical ; but know, | 
I will adviſe and teach your Maſler of Artſbip 
(That made you lord it over Boys and Freſhmen) 
Ws To add to your ſmall Logick and Divinity 
Wn Two main Ingredients, Sir, Senſe and Good Manners. 
Smerk. Conſider, Sir, the Dignity of my Fundion. 
Sir Edw. Your Father is my Taylor, you are my Ser- 
And do you think a Cafſuck and a Gi dle (vant, 
Can alter you ſo much, as to enable 
Ton (who: before were but a Coxcemb, Sir,) 
To teach me? Know, I only took you for © 
A mechanick Divine, to read Church-Prayers 
Twice every Day, and once a Week to teach 
My Servants Honeſty and. Obedience. 
3 You may be Belweather to a filly Flick, 
And lead em where you pleaſe, but ne er muſt hope 
. To govern Alen of Senſe and Knowledge. 
Smerk, My Office bids me ſay this is profane, 
And litile leſs than Atheiſtical. | 
Sir Edw. You're inſelent, you're one of the Senſeleſs, 
| Het beaded Fools, that injure all your Tribe ; 
Zearn of the wiſe, the moderate and good, 
i Our Church abounds with ſuch Examples for J. 
I ſcorn abe Name of 3 ill manner d. 
Wi Bur whoe'er touches one of you hotſpur Perſons, 
You brand him home, and rightet*orong, no matter, 
* 4 uthority 10 ſpeak. 3 
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The Lancaſhire Witches. 15 

Y miniſter, that is, to ſerve in Churches, n 

| nd not to domineer in Families. 

 $Smerk. 4 Power Legantine I have from Heaven. 

s., Edw. Show your Credentials. Come good petu- 
Mr. Chop-Logick, pack up your few Books (u ant 
1:7 old Black thread-bare Clothes to Morrow Morning, 

7d cave my Houſe; get you a Wall-ey'd Mare 

ill carry double for your Spouſe and you, | 

Wien ſome caft Chamber-Maid ſpall ſmile upon you, 

= Charm'd with a Vicaridge of Forty Pounds 

A Year, the greateſt you can ever look for. 

= Smerk. Good Sir ! 1 have offended, and am ſorry. 

XJ] neer will once commit this Fault again, 

= Now I'm acquainted with your Wor ſhip's Mind. 

Sir Edw. So, now you are not bound in Conſcience 
The Indiſcretion of ſuch paultry Fellows (then. 
Are Scandals to the Church and Cauſe they preach for. 
What fatal Miſchiefs bave domeſtick Prieſts _ . 
= Bro»ght on the beſt of Families in England! 
= here their dull Patrons give them Line enough, 
= Fir/i with the Women they inſinuate, 

(Whoſe Fear and Folly makes them Slaves“ you,) 2A 

And give them ill Opinions of their Husbands. 3 

Oft ye divide them, if the Women rule not. 

But, if. they govern, then your Reign is ſure; 

Then y' have the Secrets of the Family, | 

Diſpoſe oh Children, place and then diſplace, 

Whom, and when you think fit. : 1 
Smerk. Good, noble Sir ! I bumbly ſhall deſiſt. - — 
Sir Edw. The Husband muſt not drink a Glaſs, but 

You ſhall, of yuur good Grace, think fit for him.” (when | 

ſs, None ſhall be welcome but whom you approve. «34, 

And all this Favour is, perhaps, requited 8 

With the infuſing of ill Principles into the Sons, 

And ſtealing, or corrupting of the-Davghters, a 

Sometimes upon à weak and bigot Patron you b- 

Obtain ſo much, to be Executor: * * 

And, if be dies, marry bis Widow, and 


7. 
on. 
er- 
nt, 


„ 


Claim then the cheatin of his Orphans tos. 3 * 
Smerk. Sweet Sir, — I am fully ſenſibl e.. 
— . "SAR 
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| ; 8. 
Sir Edw. With furious Zeal you preſs for Diſcipline, 8 5 
With Fire and Blood maintain your great Diana, = Fr 
Foam at the Mouth when a Diſſenter's nam d, | Is 
(With fiery. Eyes, wherein we flaming ſee == 
A perſecuting Spirit,) you roar at  JolJ 
Thoſe whom the wiſeſt of your FunFion ſtrive Sn 
To win by Gentleneſs and eaſy Ways. © 1 Rat 
You damn em if they do not love a Surplice. _ -< 
Smerk. Had I the Power, I'd make them wear pitch'd % 
: Surplices, | | | 170 IM 
And light them till they flam'd about their Ears, 15 
I would | - = * 
Sir Edw. Such Firebrands as you but hurt the Cauſe, An 
The learnedſt and the wiſeſt of your Tribe - Ot 
Strive by good Life and Meekneſs to o ercome them. Eat 
Vie ſerve a Prince renown'd for Grace and Mercy, No 
Abborring Ways of Blood and Cruelty ; De 
Whoſe Glory will, for this, laſt to all Ages. In 
Him Heaven preſerve long quiet in bis Throne ! ak 
1 will have no ſuch violent Sons of Thunder, © Stk 
I will have Moderation in my Houſe. 2 + , 
Smerk. Forgive my Zeal, and, if your Worſhip pliaſ: 11. 
1 will ſubmit to all your wiſe Inflrufions. =; f 
Sir Edw. Then (on your good Bebaviour) I receive L ? 
Search not the Secrets of my Houſe or mg, (%% 7 
Vain was our Reformation, if we ſtill w 
Suffer Auricular Confeſſion here, TE 
By which-the Popiſh Clergy rule the World. FE 
No Buſineſs in my Family ſhall concern you; 1 
Preach nothing but good Life and Honeſty. | 
Smerk. I will not. | I 
Sir Edw. No controvesfial Sermons will ] bear: 10 
No meddling with Goverment; y are ignorant = 1 
'O'th' Laws and Cuſtoms of our Realm, and ſhould be ſo r. 
The other World ſhould be your Care, not this. ia 
A Plowman, is as fit to be a Pilot, FE 1 i 
As good Clergyman to be a Stateſman, Sir. A 
Beſides, the People are not apt to love you," M 


Becauſe your Sloth is ſupported by their Labours; 
And you de hurt ty any Cauſe you would 
Advance. Ws. Smerk. 
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Smerk. I bumbly bow, Sir, to your Wiſdom. _ 
S,r Edw. A meek and bumble modeſt Teacher bez 
For piteous Trifles you Divines fall out. 
LIf you muſl quarrel, quarrel who ſhall be 
t Moſt boneſt Men; leave me, and then,confider © 
Of what ] bave ſaid, 
| Smerk, I will do any thing, 2 
Natber than loſe your Worſhip's Grace and Favonr. * 
Sir Edw. Begon. [Exit. Smerk. 
Enter Iſabella. . 
Iſab. Sir, why do you walk alone, and melancholly 2 
I bave obſerv'd you droop much on the ſudden. 
Sir Edu. Dear Iſabella, the moſt ſolid Joy 
Aud Comfort of my fading Life! thou trueſt Image 
= Of thy dead Mother! who excell'd her Sex: 
Fair, and not proud on't; witty, and not vain ; 
Not grave, but wiſe; chaſte, and yet kind and free 
Devout, not ſower ; Religious, not preciſe : 
In her no fooliſh Affectation was, 
Which makes us nauſeate all good Qualities. 
She was all Mcekneſs and Humility ; 
The tendereſt Mother, and the fofteſt Wife. 
Iſab. My deareſt and moſt honoured Father, 
Had you nor been the beſt of Parents living, 
I could not have outliv'd that Mother's Loſe” 
Loſs of her render Care, and great Example. 
Sir Edu. Yet learn, my Child, never to grieve for thas 
Which cannot be recall'd ; thoſe whom I love 
EF With Tcnderneſs, I will embrace, when living, 
And when they're dead, ſtrive to forget em ſoon. 
| Iſab. What is it can afflict you now, dear Father? 
Sir Edw. Thou' rt wiſe, to thee I can declare my Grief, 
as Thy Brother has been ſtill my tender Care, 
Out of my Duty, rather than. Affection, 
Whom I could never bend by Education | 
o any generous Purpoſe, who delights ir 4008 
In Dogs and Horſes, Peaſants, Ale and Sloth. 
= /1/ab. He may have Children will be wiſer, Sit, 
And you are young enough yet to expect | 
| Many Years Comfort in your Grand-children. ' 
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1 416 I/#b. Such as you ſhould hae no Sport made to you, 
*you ſhould make i for others. " 
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Sir Eu. To chat end i would match the unhewn Clom 


Eis Perſon not ungracious, his Eſtate 
* Large, and lies altogether about his Houſe, | 


I ab. Oh hard Fate! 


made me give my Man my Horſe to come to you. 


To the fair Daughter of Sir Jeffery Shacklebead, 

Who has all the Perfection can be wiſh'd | 

In Womankind, and might reſtore the Breed: 

But he neglects her, to enjoy his Clowns, 

His fooliſh Sports, and is averſe to Marriage. 

J would not have my Name periſh in him. 

Iſab. I am ſure ſhe'll neyer help to the Con- Afd 
r | 3 1 

Sit Edu. But thou art good, my Child, obedient. 

And though Sir Timothy, Sir Jeffery's Son, 

Has not the great Accompliſhments I wiſh him, 

His Temper yet is flexible and kind, He 

And will be apt to yield to thy Diſcretion. 


Which (for. its Situation and its Building) 
With noble Gardens, Fountain, and a River 
Running quite through his Park and Garden, 
Exceeds moſt in the North: Thou knoweſt, my Child, 
How this croſs Match will ſtrengthen and advance 
My Family He is coming hither from 
His Sport, he has given his Horſe to his Man, and now 
Is walking towards us; IL'Il go and find | 

My Lady and her Daughter. Ex. Sir Edward. 


That I muſt diſobey ſo good a Father: 
I ro no Puniſhment can be condemn'd 


. Like te the Marriage with this fooliſh Knight. 
But by ill Uſage of him, I will make him, 


E poſſible, hate me as I hate him. 


Enter Sir Timothy Shacklehead. 
Sir Tim. Oh, my fair Couſin, 1 ſpied yee, and that 


Iſab. Me! Have you any Buſineſs with me? 

Sir Im. Buſineſs ! yes, Faith, I think I have, you 
know it well enough; but we have had no Sport this 
Afternoon, and therefore I made haſte to come to you. 
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Sir Tim. Ay, it's no matter for that; but Couſin, 
would you believe it, we were all bewitch'd, Mother 
D:ndike and all her Imps were abroad, I think; but 

Hou are the pretty Witch that enchants my Heart. This 
muſt needs pleaſe her. 5 [ Afides. 

Iſab. Well faid, Academy of Compliments, you are 
well read I ſee. | | | 

Sir Tim. *Ods bud, who would have thought ſhe had 
read that? 

Iſab. Nay, for Learning and Good-breeding let Tim. 
alone. . | | / 

Sir Tim. Tim ! 1 might be Sir Timethy in your Mouth 
tho', one would think. 7M 
En I am ſorry the King beſtow'd Honour fo 
= cheaply. 

+ 81. Tim. Nay, not ſo cheaply neither; for though my 
Lady Mother had a dear Friend at Court, yet I was fain _ 
to give one Hundred Pounds, beſides my Fees, I am 
ſure of that: Tim ! hum, go to 

Iſab. Was there ever ſo fulfome a Fool! 

Sir Tim. Beſides, I gave Thirty Guineas for the Sword 
I was Knighted with to one of his Nobles, for the King, 
did not draw his own Sword upon me, . 

Iſab. Do you abufe the Nobility 2 Would a Noble- 
man ſell you a Sword? | 

Sir Tim. Ves, that they will, fell that or any thing 
elſe at Court. 1am ſure he was a great Courtier ; he 4 
talk'd ſo prettily to the King's Dogs, and was ſo fami- 
liar with them, and they were very kind to him, and 
he had great Intereſt in them: He had all their Names 
as quick, and Maumper and I don't know who, and diſ- 
cours'd with them, I proteſt and vow, as if they had 
been Chriſtians. | 


11d, 


now 


ard, 


that Iſab. Oh, thou att a pretty Fellow; hey, for Little 
| Tim of Lancaſter ! „ gg 4 
Sir Tim, You might give one ones Title one would 
think, I (ay again, eſpecially one that loves you too. 
I will give er your Title. 
ear Couſin. 


Ifab. Yes, 
Sir Tim, Thank you, 


Is. 
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14 Jſab. Take that, and your proper Title, Fool. 
| [ He offers to-kiſs ber Hand, ſhe give 
| bim à Box on the Ear. 3M — 
Sir Tim. Fool! I defy you, I ſcorn your Words, us 
a burning thame you ſhould be fo uncivil, that it is: 
- Little thinks my Lady Mother how I am uſed. 

Vab. Once for all, as a Kinſman I will be civil to 
vou; but if you dare make Love to me, I'll make thee 
ſuch an Example, thou ſhalt be a Terror to all fooliſh 
Knights. | 8 i 

Sir Tim Fooliſh! Ha, ha, ha, that's a pretty Jeſt ; 
Why han't J been'at Oxford and the Inns of Court? | 
have ſpent my Time well indeed, if I be a Fool ſtill: 
Bur I am not ſuch a Fool to give you over for all this, 

14 Jab. Doſt thou hear > Thou moſt incorrigible Lump, 

h þ never to be lickt into Form; thou Coxcomb Incarnare 

i thou freſh, inſipid, witleſs, mannetleſs Knight, who wear- 

eſt a Knighood worſe than a Haberdaſher of Small W ares 
would; it ſerves but to make thy Folly more eminent, 

Sir Tim, Well, well, Forſooth, ſome Body ſhall 
know this. | 

Iſab. Every one that knows thee, knows it. Doſt 

thou think, becauſe thy fooliſh Mother has cocker'd 
Wy thee with Morning Caudles, and Afternoons Luncheons, 
15 . thou art fit to make Love? l'll uſe thee like a Dog if 
WW thou dareſt bur ſpeak once more of Love, or name the 
Word before me. 
14 Sir Tim, Mum, mum, no more to be ſaid, I ſhall 
be heard ſome where. Will your Father maintain you 
in theſe Things, ha Gentlewoman ? 
Iſab. Tell if. thou durſt, I'll make thee trembie. 
Heart l if you ben't gone now preſently, I'll beat you. 
[ Ex. Sir Tim. 


Enter Theodoſia. 


m 
Iſab. My Dear, art thou come ! I have been juſt 
now tormented by thy fooliſh Brother's auk ward Coutt- if 
ſhip; forgive me that I make ſo bold with him. V 
Theo. Prithee do, my Dear, I thall make as free with I +4 
thine, though he is not ſo great a Plague, for he is bath- n 
ful, very indifferent, and for ought I perceive, to WY 
h | great h 
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great Comfort, no Lover at all: But mine is pert, fooliſh, 


confident, and on my Conſcience in Love to boot, , + 
Iſab. Well, we are reſolv'd never to marry There we 


are deſigned, that's certain. For my Part, | amy a free 


Engliſhwoman, and will ſtand up for my Liberty, and 
Property of Choice. | ; | 
Theo. And faith, Girl, I'll be a Mutineer on thy fide ; 


W 1 hare the Impoſition of a Husband, tis as bad as Po- 


ety. - 
Ie. We will be Husband and Wife to ane another, 
dear Theodoſea. | 
Theo. But there are a Brace of Sparks we ſaw at the 


| Spaw, I am apt to believe would forbid the Banes, if 
| they were here, 


Iſab. Belfort and Doubty ; they write us Word they 


| will be here ſuddenly, but I have little Hopes; for m 


Father is ſo reſolved in whatever he propoſes, I mu 
deſpair of his Conſent for Belfort, though he is too rea- 
ſonable to force me to marry any one; befides, he is 
engaged in Honour to your Father. 
Theo. Nay, if thou thinkeſt of Subjection ſtill, or I 1 
either, we are in a deſperate Caſe: No, mutiny, mu- 
tiny, I ſay. | 
a I/ab. And no Money, no Money, will our Fathers 
ay. 
"Theo. H our Lovers will not take us upon thoſe 
Terms, they are not worthy of us. If they will, fare- 
wel Daddy, ſay I. 8 
Ijab. If fo, I will be as hearty a Rebel, and as 


W brick as thou art for thy Life; but canſt thoy think 


they are ſuch Romancy Knights, to take Ladies with 
nothing? 1 am ſcarce fo vain, though I am a Wo- 
man. 
| Theo. I would not live without Vanity for the Earth; 
m_ one could ſee their own Faults, twould be a ſad 
orld. | 1 
I/ab. Thou ſay'ſt right, ſure the World would be al- 
moſt depopulated, moſt Men would bang themſels es. 
Theo, Ay, and Women too: Is there any Creature ſo 
happy as your affected Lady, or conceited Coxcomb? 
| Iſab. 
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Sir Tim. Very well, you will be ſaucy again, Uncle. 


22 The Lancaſhire Witches. 

Iſab. 1 muſt confeſs they have a happy Error, thy 
ſeryes their Turn better than Truth; but away with 
Philoſophy, and let's walk on and conſider of the more 
weighty Matters of our Love. 

Theo. Come along, my Dear. . 
| [Ex. Iſabella and Theodoſia, 
Enter Str Timothy. 

Sir Tim, What a Pox is the Matter? She has piſsd 
upon a Nettle to Day, or elſe the Witches have be- 
witched her. Hah ! now I talk of Witches, I am pla. 
guily afraid, and all alone: No, here's Nuncle Thome:, 

Enter Tho. Shacklchead. 

Tho. Sha. How now, Couſin ?- 

Sir Tim, Couſin, plain Couſin? You might have 
more Manners Uncle; *'sFleſh, and one gives you an 
Inch, you'll take an Ell. I ſee Familiarity breeds Con- 
tempt. 

Tom. Sha. Well, Sir Timothy, then, by'r Lady! 
thought no harm; but I am your Uncle, I'll tell a that, 

Sir Tim, Yes, my Father's younger Brother. What 
a murrajn do we keep you for, but to have an Eye 

over our Dogs and Hawks, to drink Ale with the Te- 
nants (when they come with Rent or Preſents) in Black 
Jacks, at the upper end of a Brown Shovel-board Ta- 
ble in the Hall; to fit at lower end o'th' Board at Meals, 
riſe, make your Leg, and take away your Plate at {e- 
cond Courſe? and you to be thus familiar! 1 

Tom. Sha. Pray forgive me, good Couſin, Sir Timo- 

#by I mean. | | 9 


Uds lud, Why was I Knighted but to have my Title 
given me? My Father, and Lady Mother can give n 
me, and ſuch a Fellow as you, a meer younger Bro- 
ther, to forget it! 

Tm. Sha. Nay, haud yee, you mun ta't in good 
Part, I did but forget a bit, good Sir Timothy. - 2 
Sit In. My Mother — be in a fing Taking a- 
bout it, and ſhe knew it. = 
Tom. Sha. Nay, pray now do not ſay ought to mY ll 
Lady, by th' Maſs who'l be e'en ſtark wood, an vw = 
TA i cars 


# 


% 
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hears on't. But look a, look a, here come th' Cau- 
ſers, the Hare has play'd the De'e) with us to neeght, *Y 
we han been aw bewitched. 3 . 
Sir Tim. Ay, ſo we have, to have the Hare vaniſh in 
open Field before all our Faces, and our Eyes never off 
from her. | 
Tum. Sha. Ay, and then awd Wife (they caw'n her 
Mother Demdike) to ſtart up i'th* ſame pleck, i th' very 
Spot o grawnt where we loſten puls ! | 


Enter Sir Jeffery Shacklchead, Sir Edward Hartford, 
young Hartford, Chaplain, Clod, and other Servants. 
= Sir EAu. Theſe are Prodigies you tell, they cannot 
be, your Senſes are deceiv'd. 

Sir Jef. My Senſes deceiv'd! that's well; Is there a 
F Juſtice in Lancaſhire has ſo much Skill in Witches as I 
have? Nay, I'll ſpeak a proud Word, you ſhall turn 
me looſe againſt auy Witch- finder in Exropez I'd make 
an Aſs of Hopkins, if he were alive. 

= Young Har. Nay, I'll ſwear 'ts true, Pox on that 
2 wi Carrion Mother Demdite, the has marr'd all our 


G ports, and almoſt killd two Brace of Greyhounds 
K worth a Thouſand Poun }. | | 
* Sir Edu. Dreams, mere Dreams of Witches, old © 


Womans Fables, the Devil's not ſuch a Fool as you 
vould make him. 

Sir 7c}. Dreams! Mercy upon me! are you fo pro- 
nc to deny Witches ? : 
—_ 57k. Hcaven defend! Will you deny the Exiſtence 
f Wicches ? 'Tis very Atheiſtical. 


e. n er N 
ie Sir Edu. Incorrigible Ignorance! 'tis ſuch as you are 
: _ theiſtical, that would equal the Devil's Power with 


Phat of Heaven it ſelf. I ſee ſuch ſimple Farſons cannot 
WE dure to hear the Devil dithonour'd. * | 
Sir Zeff. No Witches! Vi hy 1 have hang'd above 
_ (core. Read Bodin, Remigius, Delrio, Nider, 
7:07, Sprenger, Godelman, and More, and Hal- 
2 „„ Maleficarum, a great Author, that writes ſweetlx 5 
y ou Witches, very ſ(weetly. ; | 
HE Dir Lu. Halleus Alaleficarum, a Writer? he has 
s cad nothing but the Titles I ſee. Sir 
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Sir Jeff. Oh, ay, a great Man, Malleus was a great Si 
Man; read Coulin, read the Antidote againſt Atheiſm: you 
Well, IIl make work among your Witches. _ L Si 
Young. Har. Ay, good Sir Jeffery do; Uds Jud, old 


they'll grow ſo bold, one ſhan't go a Caurſing, Hun- 
ing or Hawking for em one of theſe Days; and they 
all the Joy of one's Life's gone. 
Sir Edw. Why, are thoſe all the Joys of Life? | 
Young Har. Ay, Godsfleſh are they; I'd not givea 
Farthing to live without em; what's a Gentlema | 
but his Sports? 
Tho. Sha. Nay by'r Lady, I mun have a ſaup oi 
Ale now and then, beſides Sports. 
Sir Feff. Why here's my Son, Sir Timothy, ſaw che 
Hare vaniſh, and the Witch appear. | 
Sir Tim. That 1 did upon my Honour, Sir Jeffery. 


MM Enter Clod. 
Clod: So ho! here's the Hare again. | 
| Young Har. Ha Boy! loo on the Dogs; more Sport, i 
| more Sport. ng 
Sir EAw. Tis almoſt dark, let's home: go to yout Wl 
_ Miſtreſs, Fool. | 3 
Young Har. Time enough for that, Sir; 1 mult 
Have this Courſe firſt, halloo. 3 

[They all go out as to Courfing- 


Mother Demdike riſes out of the Ground as 
85 they Re-enter. : 
Sir Jeff. Now, Sir Edward, do you ſee, the Hare Bi 
is vaniſh'd, and here is the Hag. | 
Sir Edw. Yes, I ſee tis almoſt dark, the Hare is run 
from your tired Dogs, and here is a poor old Woman 
gathering of Sticks. 
" Smerk. Avant chou filthy Hag, I defy thee and al 
thy Works. | | 
h - Clod. This is wheint indeed; Sir, you are a Scolatd, 
Fray defend me. 1 
Sit Jef. Now you ſhall fee how the Witches feat 


Sit 
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Sir Edu. The old Women have reaſon to fear you, 
you have hang'd ſo many of em. 

Sir Jeff. Now Tom. Shacklebead, and you Clod, lay 
hold o'th' Witch quickly; now you ſhail ſee my Skill; ; 
Vell (carch her, I warrant the has Biggs or Teats a 
bandful long about her Parts that mall be nameleſs ; 
hen we'll have her warch'd Eight and Forty Hours, 
and prickt with Needles to keep her from ſleeping, and 
axe her confeſs; Gad ſhe Il confeſs any thing in the 
World then; and if not, after all, we'll tie her Thumbs 
Wand great Toes rogether, and ding her into your great 
ond. Let me alone with her, 1-warrant ye; . 
ome, come, where are you? 

Sir Edu. So, I muſt have a poor old Woman FP d 

in my Houſe. [Mother Demdike knocks down: Tom 

Shacklehead and Clod, and 1 vaniſhes. 

3 2 oh the Witch! the Devil! 

Sir Jeff. How now, what's the Matter? 

Tom Sha. Why by'r Lady, the Deel is th“ Maney: 3 

he old Hag has knockt us both dawn, and is vanifhe\ 
ander grawnt I think. | 

Sir Edu. Your Fear has knockt you down, and the 

dId Woman has eſcap'd. 

= Sir Jef. No, no, the has don't; a Witch bas a 
Nighty Strength: fix Men are not ſtrong enough for a 
nch of Fourſcore. * 

Sir Ed w. Come * Sir Jeffery, let's Home and | 
rive theſe Fables out of our Heads; 76 s dark. 

Sir Jeff. Nay, I know how to deal with het, I'll 
nd my Warrant and a Conſtable with 't, that is ſtrong 
| nough to beat ſix Witches, ay, ſix the ableſt Witches 
8 em al: you'd wonder at ir, but Faith tis true. 


[Exennt Omnes," 
Mother Demdike Re: enters, + 
Demd. Ha, ha, ha, how I have fooled theſe Fel- 
vs, let em go home and prate about it; this Night 
ll revel in Sir Edward's Cellar, and laugh at —_ 
ſtice, ann Night. LES 
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SGbe Sings. 

Come, Siſters, come, why do you ſtay ? 
Our Buſineſs will not brook Delay. | 
The Owl is flown from the hollow Oak, 
From Lakes and Bogs the Toads do croak. 
The Foxes bark, the Screech-Owl ſcreams : 
Wolves howl, Batts fly, and the faint Beams 
Vf Glow-worms Light grows bright apace ; 
The Stars are fled, the Moon hides her Face. 
The Spindle now is turning round: 
Mandrakes are groaning under Ground. 

Ich' Hole i'th' Ditch (our Nails have made) 
Now all our Images are laid, | 

Of Wax and Wool, which we muſt prick 
With Needles urging to the _ 

Into the Hole 1'l] pour a Floo 

Of Black Lambs Blood, to make all good, 
The Lamb with Nails and Tecth we'll tear. 
Come, where's the Sacrifice? appear. 


Enter Mother Dickenſon, Hargrave, Mal Spencer, and 


ſeveral otber Witches with a Black Lamb. 


Witches. 'T1s here. 
Demd. Why are you all ſo tardy grown ? 
"Muſt 1 the Work perform alone? | 
| Dicken. Be patient Dame, we')l all obey. 
Dem. Come then to work, avon we'll play. 


To yoader Hall, 
Our Lord we'll call, 
Sing, dance and cat, 


| Play many a Feat, | 055 

And ſright the Juſtice and the Squire, 

And plunge the Cattle into the Mite. 4-2 
But nou to work. [They tear the Black Lamb in pietes 


au pour ibe Blood into the Hole, 


Debtor, Debtcr, do not ſtay, 1 
Upon the Waves go ſport and play; 

And fec the Ship be caſt away. 

Come, let us now our Parts perform, 

And ſcrape a Hole, and raiſe a Storm. 


Dielen. 


1 


ken. 


The Lancaſhire Witches. 27 
Decken. Here is ſome Sea-Sand I have gotten, 


Which thus into the Air I throw. 
Harg. Here's Sage, that under Ground was rotten, 


Which thus around me I beſtrow. 


Spencer. Sticks on the Bank a-croſs are laid. 
Harg. The Hole by our Nails is almoſt made. 
Hogs B:iſtles boil within the Por. 
Bemd. The hollow Flint-ſtone I have got, 
Which over my Shoulder throw, 
Into the Weſt to make Winds blow. 
Now Water here, and Urine put, 
And with your Sticks ſtir it about. 
Now dip your Brooms, and toſs them high, 
To bring the Rain down from the Sky. 
Not yet a Storm? Come let us wound 
The Air with every dreadful Sound, 
And with live Vipers beat the Ground, 

[They beat the Ground with Vipers, they bark, 
bowl, hiſs, cry like Screetch-Owls, hollow 
like Owls, and make many confuſed Noiſes: 
The Storm begins. od 


SoxG of Three Parts. 


OW the Winds roar, 
And the Skies pour 1 
Vous all their Stone. 


It Thunders and Lighrens, 
And now the Night's black, 


Hea. k how the Clouds crack, C 
Itea:k boy the Clouds crack. 


It Thunders and Lightens. 
A ball,w Din the Woods now make, TY 


Tie Vallics tremble, Mountains ſhake; 5 
And uli the Living Creatures quake, 


It. Thunders and Lighte 


% 


bees awake the ſteepy Fowl, 


The Sailvrs ſwear, the bigh Seas * 5 | 
And all the frighted Dogs do bowl. E 


It Thunders and Lightens. 
C 3 Demd. 
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Demd. Now to our Tasks let's all be gone, 
Our Maſter we ſhall meer anon, nos 
Between the Hours of Twelve aud One. 
[They all ſetup a Lang, 


Enter Clod, with a Candle and Lantbory, 
Clod. Whaw, what a Storm is this! I think Mother 
Demdike and all het De'els are abroad to Neeght ; tis ſo 
dark too, I canno ſee my Hont. Oh the- De'el, the 
De'el, help! help! this is Mother Demdike help, s' fleſ, 


e 


93 
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what mun I do? I canno get dawn, ſwawnds Ayſt be L 
clem'd an I ſtay here aw neeght. 1 on 
[One af the Witches flies away with the Candle - 
and Lanthorn , Mother Demdike ſets bim upon * 
the top of a Tree, and they all fly awa) chi 
laugbing. | 7 
| Enter Bellfort and Doubty. 34 | _ 
Bell. Was there ever ſuch a Storm raiſed on a ſul- il 85 j 
den, the Sky being clear, aud no Appearance on't be- 
fore? e Fr 
| Doub:. The worſt Part of our Misfortune is, to be Lo 
out of our Way in a ſtrange Country, the Night ſo | Th 
dark, that Owls and Barts are — a qu 
Bell. There is no Help; cover the Saddles, and ſtand 
with the Horſes under that Tree, while we {tand cloſe 9 a 
and ſhelter our ſelves here; the Tempeſt is ſo violent, 
it cannot laſt. be 
Doubt. Now Philoſophy help us to a little Patience, it 
Heaven be praiſed we are not at Sea yet. m_ 
Bell. Theſe Troubles we Knight-Errants muſt endure cle 
when we march in ſearch of Ladies.  W 
Doubt. Would we were in as good Lodgings as out R. 
Dogs have, which we ſent before to Whalley. I feat 
too (after all this Device of yours) our pretending to ne 
hunt here will never take. | H 
Bell. Why to? : | * 
Dovbt. Would any Body think a Man in his right e 
Wis ſhould chuſe this Hilly Country to bunt in? 4 


Bell, 


* 


FR * 

= 

1 . 

8 ry 
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- 


The Lancaſhire Witches. 29 
Bell. O, yes, there arc Huntſmen chat think there's 
no Sport without Venturing Necks or Collar- bone; 
beſides, there is no other way to hope to ſee out Mi- 
ſtreſſes: by this means we ſhall troll out my Miſtreſ- 
(es Brother, who loves, and underſtands nothing but 
Country Sports. By that we may get Acquaintance 
with Sir Edward Hartford, who is reported to be a 
wiſe, honeſt, hoſpitable, troe Engliſhman. And that, 
W will bring us into Sir Jeffery Shacklebead's Family, 
alley Ha in the mid-way betwixt them. 
Doubt. 1 am reſolved to ſee my Miſtreſs, whare'er 
comes on't, and know my Doom. Your Yorkſhire 
Ws Spaw was a fatal Place to me, I loſt a Heart there, 
Heaven knows when I ſhall find it again. 
= Be/!. Thoſe Interviews have ſpoiled me for a Man of 
this World; I can no more throw off my looſe Corns 
of Love upon a Tenant's Daughter in the Country, or 
= think of Cuckolding a Keeping-Fool in the City; Iam 
= grown as pitiful a whining loving Animal, as any Ro- 
mance can furniſh us with. | 

Doubt. That we ſhould 'ſcape in all the Tour of 
France and Jtaly, where the Sun has power to ripets. 

Love, and catch this Diſtemper in the North! but my 


| 1 in Humour, Wit, and Beauty, has no E- 
qual. | 


Bell. Beſides my Iſabella. 

Doubt. To you your Iſabella's equal. 

Bell. We are pretty Fellows to talk of Love, we ſhall 

be wet to the Skin; yonder are Lights in many Rooms, 

it muſt be a great Houfe let's make towards it. 

== Poubr. It is fo dark, and among theſe Hills and In- 

oF cloſures, tis impoſſible, Will no Jucky Fellow, of this 

Place, come by and guide us? We are out of all 
Roads. 

Ca. Oh! Oh! What mun Ay do? Ay am well 

reegh pariſht: Ay mun try to get dawn. [He falls.) 

Help, help! Murder, murder! | 

_ -5-//. What the Devil is here, a Fellow fallen from the 

_ op of a Tree ? | | 


Doubt. Sdeath, is.this a Night to climb in: What | 
does this mean? O 3 Clod. 


Long 
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Clog. Oh! Oh! „„ 

Bell. Here, Who art thou? What's the Matter? 
Cod. Oh, the De'el; avant, 1 defie thee aud all thy 
 Warks. | * 1 

Doubt. Is he drunk or mad ? give me thy Hand, Il 
help thee. : 

__ Clad. Begon; Witches 1 defie ye; help ! help! 

Bell. What doſt thou talk of 2 We are no Witches 
nor Devils, but Travellers that have loſt our Way, aud 
will reward thee well if thou wilt guide us into it. 

Clog. An yeow been a Mon Ay ft talk wy ye a bit; 
Jeow mun tack a care o your ſells, the Plece's haunted 
with Buggarts, and Witches; one of em took my Con- 
dle and . out of my Hont, and flew my wy 
it; and another ſet me o top o'th' Tree, where | feel 
dawn naw ; Ay ha well neegh brocken my Theegh. 

Doubt. The Fellow's mad, I neither underſtand his 
Words nor his Senſe; Prethee how far is it to Whalley? 

Clod. Why, yeow are quite beſaid th' Road mon, Bl 
yeow ſhoulden a gone dawn th' Bonk by Thomas o 
Georges, and then een at Yate, and tur'd dawn th' 
Lone, and left the Steepo o'th' reeght Hont, 

Bell. Prethee don't tell us what we ſhould have done; 
But how far is it to Whalley ? | 

Clod. Why marry, four Mail and a bit. 

Doubt. We'll give thee an Angel and ſhew us the i 
Way thither. 1 

Clod. Marry that's whaint, I conno ſee my Hont, We 
haw con Ay Ke yeow to Whalley to Neeght ? 

Bell, Canſt thou thew us to any Houſe where we maj 
have Shelter and Lodging to Night > We are Gentlemen 
and Strangers, and will pay you well fort. 

Cod. Ay, by'r Lady con I, th' beſt Ludging and 
Diet too in aw Lancaſhire. Vonder at- th' Hough, 
where yeow ſeen th' Leeghts there. 

- Doubt. Whoſe Houſe 1s that: 122 2 : 1 
 _ Clad. Why, what a Pox, where han you lived! 

Why yeow are Strongers indeed ! wa tis Sir Yedard 

| 


Hartforts, he keeps open Houſe to a 2 yeou! 
be welcome to him by Day and by Neeght; he's Lord if j 
of aw here abauts, | Bell. 
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Be.l, My Miſtreſs's Father! Luck, if it by thy Will, 
have at my Iſabella; Can'ft thou guide us thither? 


5 Clod. Ay, Ay, there's a pawer 'of Company there 
naw, Sir 40 Shacklebead, and the Knight his Son 
l and Doughter. 


Doubt. Lucky above my Wiſhes ! „ dear Theo- 
dofia! how my Heart leaps at her? prethee guide us 


thither, we'll pay thee well. 
Clod. 3 N I am c'cn breed out o my Senſes, I 


was ne'er ſo freeghten'd fin Ay was born; give me your 


Hont. | 


Bell. No, here are our Men and Horfes, we'll get 
up, and you ſhall lead the foremoſt: Now Stars be 
kind. Ex. Omnes. 


| 


eee Deco 22 er Den 


40 1 I 


Enter Iſabella and Smerk. 


ab. OW this Infolence provokes me! [Aſide. 

Vou are not ſure in Earneſt! FTo him. 

Smerk. Can any one behold thoſe raidant Eyes, © 

{nd not bave Sentiments of Love like mine? 

Iſab. This Fellow has read Romances as well as 

Schoolmen. | 
merk. Thoſe Eyes to which mine are Burning-Glaſſes,, 
that to my Heart convey the Fire of Love. | 

Iſab. What a Fuſtian Fool is this ! Is this Language 

ora Divine? | | | 

merk. Are not Divines made of thoſe Elements, 

il makes up other Men? Divines may be 


Love I hope. 8 
|! RE Lab. And may they make Love to the Daughter, with-" 
„e Conſent of the Father? Ro (out 
] —_— Smck. Undoubied, as Caſuiſts muſt determine. 
r | 


Iſab. 
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Iſab. Will not common Senſe, without a Caſuiſt, tl! 
Us when we do wrong ? If ſo, the Law we are 
Bound to, is not plain enoug b. | 
Smerk. Submit to the Judgment of Divines, ſweet 
Marriage. is not an Ordinance made by Parents, (Lady, 
But from Above deriv'd ; and tis for that I ſue, 
1 liab. Is it not fit I ſhould obey my Father ? 
8 Smerk. O no, ſweet Lady, move it not to bim, 
$57 Your Father bas not Reverence enough 
For the Church and Churchmen : 
Beſides, I'll tell you, . 
He is Atheiſtically inclind: Pardon my Bolaneſs ; 
For he believes no Witches : But, Madam, if my 
Poor Perſon and my Parts may ſeem gracious to you, 
You lawfully may chuſe me to make happy. 
Iſab. Your Perſon needs muſt pleaſe ; tis amiable. 
Smerk. Ah ſweet Madam! | 
Ifab. Your Parts beyond Exception, neat, ſpruct, 
And very diverting. (florid, 
Smerk. No, no, dear Madam. | 
Iſab. Who can behold your Face without Pleaſure? or 
Confider your Parts without Reverence ? | 
Smerk. O Lord, I ſwear you poſe me with your great 
Civilities : I profeſs you do. 
Ifab. 'Tis impoſſible you ſhould keep long from being 


1 


Smerk, Iis that I mainly aim at, next the Enjg- 
Of ſo fine a Lady. (ment 


Ilab. May 1 flatter my ſelf to think you are in ear- 


Hab. And ſo am I. | 
Smerk. Sweet Madam, I receive you as a Bleſſing on 
| my Knees. [She gives him a Box on the Ear. 
Iſab. Thou moſt inſolent of Pedants, thou filly for- 

1 mat Thing with a ſtiff plain Band, a little parſonical 
. Grogram, and a Girdle thou art ſo proud of, in which 
4H thou wouldſi do well to hang thy ſelf; ſome bart 
uouthſa fed to uſe it for that Purpoſe: Thou that ne- 

| ver wer't but a Curate a Journeyman Divine, 

; &s thy Father was a Fourneyman Taylor, before * 

co 


Dignified. _ ny 


Smerk. You may, moſt excellent Lady. (net? l Wot) 
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could ſet up for bimſelf, to have the Impudence to pre- 
tend Love to me ! | | 
Smerk. My Function yet, I ſay, deſerves more Re- 
Verence. | 3 
Iſab. Does it make you not an Aſs, or not a Taylor's 
Son ? 
Smerk. It equals me with the beſt of Gentry. 
| 1{ab. How, Arrogance! Can any Power give. Ho- 
nour but the King! This is Popery, I'll have you 
trounc'd. Could it once enter into thy vain Pate, that 
could be conteuted with the pitiful Equipage of 4 
Parſon's Wife? Bleſs me ! to be carried home to an 
antique Building, with narrow Windows, with huge 
Iron Bars, like an old Goal in ſome Country Burrough, 
wwickedly abus'd too with Dilapidations.* To lie in 
Darneux Curtains, and a Beds-Teſfter carv'd with J- 
dolatrous Images, out of two Load of old Timber : or 
to have for a Friend, or Lying-Inn, one better one of 
Worſted Camblet; and to be dreſt and undrefl by my 
Cook-maid, who is mv Woman and my Chamber-= * * 
| 3 5 ve, 
1 ſer ves me and the Hogs. | 
Smerk. I intend none of theſe. I aſſure you my 
Houſe ſhall be 
= lab. I know what it will be: Your Parlour bung 
With green printed Stuff, of the new Faſhion, with 
l Leather in Panes, a Finger s-breadth at leaſt, tuft up 
wh a great many /tinking Ruſſia-Leather Chairs,and an 
gion, Carpet of the ſame : Then Shelves on one fide of 
6er Chimney for a pair of Tables, a Cheſs-board, your 
rame of Wax-Candle and Tobacco-Pipes. | 
Smerk. No, no, no, Madam. 
Iſab. On the other fide, Shelves for huge Folio's, by 
bich you would be counted a great read Man; vaſt 
nge Volumes of Expoſitions upon a ſhort Creed; ſome 
es Folio's upon the Ten Commandments; Laud's, 
Ic ylin's, Andrew's, and Tom. Fuller's Works; with 
* erbaps @ Piece of Auſtin, to he w that you underſland 
ile Latin: And this is your Eceleſiaſt ical Furniture, 
0 ft for a Gentle woman s Eating Room, is it not? 


smerk. 


— a an, 
_— 


— re fe EO. 
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Smerk. I underſiand the Mode, Madam, and ©. 5 
temn ſuch vulgar Ornaments, EF dy 
ab. Aud in ibis Parlour to eat Five Tithe-Pigs in mi. 
4 Week, brought in by my Woman, Chamber-mait, $ 
Waſn-mai!, Cook main, &c. And if it be wat thu 
Working-d:y, waited on by your Groom, Ploughman, 5 
Carter, Butler, Tithe-Gatbere”, all in one, with bou 
Horſe-nail'd Shoes; bis Head new comb d and flick'd, mer 
with a ſlarch'd Band and no Cuffs. | ; ful 
Smerk. My Merits will provide you better; pleaſe u Y 
bear me. | 
Iſab. Yes, I know your Merits. Then to quibblt S 
with you, ſor my Dejert, your Bacs-ſide of balf u Cor 
Acre, with ſume” fixteen Hees of Mai y-gold and S 
Sweeting- Apples, Horſe-Plumbs, and Warden: Pears, id 
bemm'd in with Panes of antique crumbling Clay; r. 
where I ſhould baue fix Hives of Bees, and you h) 
Mare and Foal, going with a Peacock and Hen. Rat 
Smerk. All theſe I much deſpiſe, would you bear, 5 
Ilab. Hear, yes! bow I ſhould bave nothing to entiir Jar 
- ain my Vifttors with, but ſtu'd Prunes and Homy 5 
Combe, and flying Ale, bottled with Lemmon- pe, , 
without all fight of Wine. And ſhould J march « Lo 4 
broad to vifit, 'twould be behind my Canonical Hiſ- th 
band, pe. babs upon a Pied bald Mae big with Foal, and 
bolding both Hands upon his Gi:dle ; and ben of ih, > 
 #lace appoinicd I arrive, for vant of a Groom, of r tb 
Fe. Hips my nimble Husband fiift, then belps me dou". Wi 1 .. 
#: 08 ind row Fool I bave painted thee, and what thi ml 
WS | a;t to truſt to, in thy Colours. : ca 
#4 Sme:k. I befeech yo, Madam, mode: ate your I 
) frons : lear my Propoſitions. | 
I{..b. No, Impudence, my Father ſhall hear em. 8 
Smerk. I beſeecb yo, Madam, for Heaven's fart pea 
that will undo me. I ſhall deſiſt, I ſhall deſiſt. S. 
[Exit. Iſabell. y 
1 ; Enter Suſan the Chambermaz!. | 
we | Good lyck ! how a Man may be miſtaken ! = 
44.0 I duiſt la ſworn by her Courteſy and frequent SM 
Pe had been in love with me. 
4 Siſun. 
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Saſan. Sweet Sir, what is befallen you? Has my La- 
dy anger'd you ? If ſhe can, her Heart is not like 
mine. 

Smerk, Nothing, Mrs. Suſan, nothing; bur to be 
thus deſpiſed. i [ ſo bimſe!f. 
Suſan. Dear Sir, can J ſcrve you in 4ny thing? I am 
bound. I ne'er have been fo elevated by any Man 
methinks I never ſhould have enough of your power- 
ful Miniſtry, ſwcet Sir. 

Smerk. Piſh ! If the tells her Father, I am ruin'd. 

[ Io 1 


Syſan. Dear Man, now, drive away this Sadneſs. 


7 Come, give me thy Hand, let's ſit down and be merry. 
pu” Sme; k. How ! my Hand i go too This Crca- 
ar, Were is in Love with me: But hall my prodigious Na- 
lay; rural Parts, and no leſs amazing Acquifitions in Meta- 


phyſicks and School-Divinity be caſt upon a Chamber- 
maiJj? Farewel, | muſt not be too familiar. [Exit, 
Suſan. Yo, ſcornfal, cruel Creature, I will ſoften thee 


2 yet. Have I for thee ſate Days and Nights croſs-legg'd, 
— and ſigh'd before thou cam'ſt hither; and faſted on S. 


Agnes Night for thee ? And ſince thy coming have tied 
Three colour'd True-Lover's. Knots, quill'd thy Cuffs, 


* and ſtarch'd thy Band my ſelf, and never flil'd thee of 
* thy Mornivg Caudle or Jelly Broth? Have I alrcady put 
by my Hair and Nails in fowder in thy Drink, and put a 


Jive Fith in a Part about me till it died, and then gave 
it thee to eat, and for all this! Well, I will molify 
thee; and Mother Demdike ſhall help me to Morrow + 
I'i] to her, and diſcourſe her about it, if I have Breath; 
cannot live without him. ä 


Inter Sir Edward Hartford and his Son. 


Sir Edu. Suſan, go tell my Couſin IHeodoſia I would 
peak with her. 


. Suſan. I will Sir. 64 [ Exit, 
Yo. Har. Phaw! now muſt I be troubled with mak- 
ug Love, a duce take ir for me: 1 had rather be a 
ourſing an twere time o'th' Day. 4 


* 


Sir 
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Sir EAw. Now Son, for your own Good and my Satisf,, 
ction, I would have you ſince her Father and I am 2. Wha 
greed) to ſettle this Buſineſs, and marry with Theodoſy 
with all the ſpeed rhat can be. © 


Yo. Har. What haſte, Sir? For my Part I care not 


for Marriage, not I. I love my Neighbours, a Cup of Yi 
Ale, and my Sports, I care for nought elſe. fart} 
Sir Edu. Bur that thy Mother was too vertuoys T 
for my -uſpicion, I ſhould think that by thy ſordid Y 
Mind thou wert a Stranger to my Blood; and if you be Lad 
nor rul'd by me, aſſure your ſelf I'll make you a Stran- I ea 
ger ro my Eſtate. |. oft &] 1 
Yo. Har. What does he mean now? Hah, to diſin- . 
herit me? ry” | Wy 
Sir Edw. No Fart of it's entaibd; and if you will 4 
not marry where I direct you, your Siſter will obey me, bee 
and may bring me one to inherit it. Conſider that. * 
Enter Theodoſia. the 
Here comes your Miſtreſs, beautiful and good as any my 
of her Sex. Sweet Coulin, be pleas'd to fray one Mo- 5 
ment with my Son : I'll wait on you again. Exit. di 
Theo. Your Servant Sir. How ſhall I be entertain | 
by this Dolt! how much rather had he be with Coun- fin 
Try Juſtices and Farmers, in a low Thatch'd Houle, 2 
with a ſmooth Black Por of Ale in his Hand, or with 4; 
his Kites, Dogs and Catte]? | , 
| Yo. Har. What a Devil ſhall I ſay to her now? I 
= had as heve knock my Head againſt the Wall, as make — 
Love. Will you pleaſe to ſit down Couſin? | - 
A Theo. Ay Couſin. And fall faſt aſleep if 1 can. | Aſide. 
Yo. Har. "Twas a great Storm, and roſe very ſud⸗ 
dainly to Night, Couſin. | | 
Theo. Very true. | 1 
_ Yo. Har. Pox, I don't know what to ſay to her. ¶ Adi. a 
*Tis almoſt over cho' now. lo ber. FT 
- Theo. Tis fo. |; | 1 
Vo. Har. Tis ſo! What a Devil ſhall I ſay motc* 1 
Woul i Iwere at fix Go-downs upon Reputation, in Ale, 
with honeſt Tom Shacklebead. ; 22 6 


What 
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What do you think tis 4 Clock Madam [To her 
Theo. Six Minutes paſt Eight by mine. 
Yo. Har. Mine goes faſter. Is yours Aſpenwold's ? 
Theo, No, Topless. 
Yo. Har. Tis à very pretty one! Piſh, I cam go no 
farther, not J. 4 1 19111 

Theo, Tis Bed- time. - y- 
Yo. Har. Ay, ſo it is, and I am. main ſleepy by'r _ 
Lady, Courſing had gotten me a woundy Stomach, and 

I eat like a Swine, Faith and Troth. ES 


Theo. But it is 59 to your Stomach. 1 
Yo. Har. You have heard the Story, we cours'd a 
Witch all Day inſtead of a Hare; Mother Demdike. 

Theo. 'Tis well you did not catch her, ſhe would have 
been very tough Meat. | 

Vo. Har. Ha, ha, ha, well, I vow that's very well. 
But I hope Sir Jeffery will hang the Witch; I am ſure 
ſhe has tired my Dogs and me ſo, that I am ſo Nleepy'I 
can ſcarce hold up my Head, by'r Lady. : 


dious as his making Love would be. | 

Jo. Har. If 'twould hold up now, we ſhould: have 
fine Weather for Hawking to-Morrow, and then have 
at the Powts. : 


Theo. Your Hawks would not fly at Mother Dem- 
dike too? 87? | 

Yo. Har. Nay marry, I cannot tell: But would you 
would go a Hawking, you. ſhould ride upon a Pad of 
mine, ſhould carry you with a Bumper in your Hand, 
and not (pill a drop: af | 
Theo, 1 am for no Field-Sports, I thank you, Sir. 
Yo. Har. Now cant I ſpeak a Word more. [They pauſe. 
Theo. Now methinks we are meer Man and Wife al- 
ready, without marrying for the Matter. Ha ! he's a- 
fcep, and ſnoars like the Baſe-pipe of an Organ: Tho' 

I like his Indifference better than I ſhould his Love; yet 
T have no Patience to bear fleeping in my Face, that's a 
little too much. i 4-45 | D. tnt 82 
Yo. Har. Oh Lord! What's that? Oh, Mother Dem- 


: 


dite! Oh, ob, the Witch} the Witch! 
Rs” D Theo, 


Theo. J am tired too. This Dulneſs is almoſt as te- 
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our Errand, 


- thing; but you have always livd in the Country; 


. Theo. He talks in his Sleep, I believe, cen as well 
as _ he's _ i Bat 4 42 2 1468 

No. Har. Murder! murder! oh hel: Witch 

oh the Witch! oh, oh, Mother L. J my 

Theo. He talks and dreams of the Witch: III ity 2 

Trick with him. | 10 
[She pulls the Chair from under him, and Exit 
To. Har. Oh, help ! help! the Witch! the Witch 


ay, there ſhe vaniſht: I Taw her; oh, ſhe flew up the a 
Chimney. Ill go to Sir Je ery, and take my Oath If 
preſently. Oh, I am fore righined.! F- 24 Ar 

| | s tt 


Enter Iſabella. 


Ob the Witch! the Witch ! Mother Demdike. 
 [Exit. Yo. Hat, 
Jah. What ails the Fool, is be mad? Here's a Coil 
with Witches. 


Enter Sir Jeftery, Lady Shacklchead, and Sir Timothy, 


Sir Tim. Oh, Madam, are you there? I have done 


La. S. Your Servant Couſin. 

Iſab. Your Lady ſhip's Humble Servant. 

La. Sha. Look you Couſin, Lady me no Ladies, ut- 
Jeſs you be civiller to Sir Timothy. b 2 

Sit Tim. Look you there. Nb! | 

Sir ef. I ſuppoſ: you are not ignorant who we are? 

La. Sha. Nay, prithee, Sir Jeffery, hold; let me 
alone. | ; 
Sir Jeff. Nay, go on my Dear, thou ſhalt have it; 
well, thou art as notable a Woman as any is within 
Fifty Miles of thy Head, I'll ſay that for thee. 
La. Sha. Pray Couſin conceive me; Breeding, is 2 fine 


Have for my Fart, been often. at London, lodg d in 
Covent-Garden ; ay, and been in the Drawing- Room 
todo. Poor Creature, ſhe docs not know what thats 


Sir J, 


Sir Jeff. Pray mind my Chicken, ſhe's the beſt bred 


oman in that Country. 


by, I have bred him with great Care and Charges at 
Dxford, and the Inns of Court. FE 
Sir Tim. Ay, and 1 have been in the Drawing-R6om 


90. 


it, La. Sha. J have gotten him Knighted too, for mine 
* ind Sir Jeffery's Services, which we have perform'd in 


governing the Country about us ſo well. 

Iſab. What does your Ladyſhip drive at? 

Sir Tim. Ay, you know well enough: Now you look 
s though Butter would not melt in your Mouth. 


on's as charming as another's ; his Shape and Height 
derſect, his Face, though I ſay it, exceeding good, Ys 
yes vigorous and ſparkling, his Noſe and Chin reſem- 
bling our Family; in ſnort, Nature has not been negli- 
zent in his Compoſition. 

Sir Jeff. Well, thou att the beſt ſpoken Woman in 
gland; Il ſay that for thee. | 

Iſab. I confeſs all this, Madam. 

Sir Tim, Oh, do you fo? 

La. Sha. Pray give me Leave; not one Knight in the 


dr berter Perriwigs, 
Sir Tim. My Trimming's my own Fancys and the 
{ Wig-maker in England, one in Crooked-Lane, 
vorks for me. 1 1 
La. Sha. Hold, Sir Timothy: I ſay, theſe Things 
remis'd, it is not fic ro uſe my Son uncivilly : I am 
dch to complain to your Father; conſider and be wiſe. 
know we are politickly Coy, that's decent; I my (elf, 
as ſo to Sir Jeffery. | ? 


i 1 _ never have won thee: Thou wert a parlous 
p TL. - >: | I 1 | , 
d in La. Sha. But I never was uncivil. , 95 


Iſab. I know not what you mean! I uncivil to m 
r Couſin! what makes you think ſo? I aſſure you 


D 2 f Lady- 
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La. Sha. Pray ſpare me, Sir Jeffery, here's Sir Time- 


La. Sha. Beſides, let me tell you, Sir Timothy's Per- | 


and dreſſes better, or wears better fancied Garnitute, 


Sit Jeff. Ay by'r Lady was ſhe. well, thought x 
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thee, my dear little Rogue. 


% ie Lancaſnire Witches. 


art angry for a Jeſt? I think no Man like him far ay 


1 5 Sir Jeff: Why look you, Sir Tim. 55 


enn 185 
La. Sha. Nay, Sir Timothy, you ate to blame; Jy 


ſtice ſhe ws ones Kindneſs-- go too. 


1 


Sir Tim. 1 ſwear and vow I thought you bad berg 
in Earneſt, Couſin. I am your Humble Servant. 
La. Sha, Well, we'll leave you together. | 


Sir Jeff. Come ou Boy, ſtand up-to her, Gad I bote 


up briskly to thy Mother before I won her. Ah, when 


Enz I would have -----. Well, no more to be 
ald. b b 2 | N 0 

La. Sha. Come, come away; you will have. your 
Saying. 5 ” TE. Lady and Sir.) 
me as you declar'd? hum ———, 10 

Iſab. The very ſame, I aflure ou. 

Sir Tim. Ah, my dear pretty Rogue! Then I'll mas. 
ry you, preſently, age you , ey aer 

Iſab. Let me ſee, are they out of hearing? _ 
Sit Tim. Come, fetch, lets Kiſs upon that Inſineß, 
here's a Parſon in rhe Houſe;' nay, feths 1 muſt kils 


Dy 


© 


Lab. Stand off, Baboon! nay, a Baboon: of good 
Paxis exceeds thee ; thou Maggot, Inſect, worſe tb 
any naſty thing the Sun is Father to. | 4 


Sir Tim. What! do you begin to call Names again 


But this is in Jeſt too, prithee let me kiſs thee, feth do, 
Jab. In Jeſt) Heaven is my Witneſs, there's not 3 
wang Thing upon Two Legs L would not chuſe be- 


fore thee. 


+ Six Tim. Holloo. ! where's Sir Teffery and my Lad)? 
Iſab. They are out of thy Hearing, Oaf. life, bow 


Har'ſt thou be ſo impudent to love me: with that Fart, 


that can provoke nething:bur Laughter ar beſt, in auf 
one? Why thou haſt the Rickets in thy Face: Theres 


no Proportion, every: Feature by: it ſelf is abominalle 


and put together, intolerable. Thou haſt the vet) 


Lives: and Air of a Pig's Faces. Baptijſia Porta woul 


hare drawn thee fo, Sir Tink 
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Sir Tim. Hah ! What do you ſay? my Face! I'll not 
change Faces with e er a Man in Lancaſhire. Face! talk 
of Face, hah ! | < PR DE 
1 26. Thou art uglier than any Witch in Lancaſhire, 
and if thou wert in Womans Clothes, thy own Father 
would apprehend thee for one: Thy Face: 1 neves 
ſaw ſo deform'd a Thing on the Head of an old Lyre 
Viol; it might fright Birds from a Chetry-Garden ; 
but what elſe 'tis good for, I know not. 

Sir Tim. 'Sbud, now you provoke me, I muſt tell 
you, I think my ſelf as 2 for a Man, as you 
are for a ay *. 5 n | 

I/ab. Oh, foh, out u that Vi z my 
14 with her Sciſſars 1 Minutes, thall — *. 4 
better in Brown Paper. There is not a Creature upon 
Earth bur is a Beauty to thee; beſides, thou haſt a hol - 
low Tooth would cure the Mother beyond Aſſafetida, 
or burnt Feathers, # 


Enter Theodoſia. 


Sir Tim. Well, well, you'll ſing another Note When 

I have e our Father, you will. RY 
I/ab. Thou lieſt, I will not; if I were condemn'd 

to Death, I would not take a Pardon to marry thee. 

Set thy Fool's Heart at reſt then, and make no more 

nauſeous Love to me. Thy Face to one Faſting, would 

give a Vomit beyond Crocus, — I 
Sir Tim, You are a proud, peeviſh Minx, and that's 

the beſt of you; let me tell you that, hum. Icanhaye 

your Betters every Day I riſe. 


Theo. How now! What ſays the Foot? | 
Sir Tim. Uds ludlikins, Huſwife, if you proyoke 
me, I'll take you o'th' Pate. * OE 
I/zb. Thou odious, loathſome Coxcomb, out of my 
Sight, or I'll tear thy Eyes out. 1 
Sir Tim, Coxcomb l ha, ha, ha; ab, thou arr a good 
one. Well, I ſay no more. | 
Lab. Da, da, pretty thing! 


„ Euter 
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teu Sir Edivart; Behifort and Doibey, + 
Sir EAw. Gentlemen, the Storm Has Oblig ' me; thas 
droye you under my Roof; I knew your” Fathers well 
we were in 14h together, and aft of ns came home 
with our Exgiiſh Religion, aud our Engliſh Principles 
During your Stay here (which for my own füke I hope 
wilF nöt be ſhort) command my Hoſe: Let not your 
Dogs and Servants lie at WhaZley ;- but be pleas'd' to 
now, this Houft is yours, and you, wilt do me Ho- 

Sr Th comjmnilhdifig it; OOO HEE 35 5s 
"Deli. This Genbfol0y makes gdod the Character that 
D TIT EM 
Dosh A CHatactet that Euglaut rings with, and 

{11 Meg of never ſo differing Opinions agree in. 
Sir Egw, Gentlemen, you do me too much Honour; 
1 would endeavour to imitate the Life of our Engliſ. 
Sentry, before we were corrupted with the baſe Man- 

ners of the French. Fg „ 
Bell. If all had had that noble Reſolution, long fince 
we had curb'd the Greatneſs of that Monarch. 1 
| + fob. What are theſe, Appaxitjons ? Hah ! Doubyy 


* 


and Beltfort. 


o 


beat ſo faſk 2 | 
Jab. Methinks mine is a little tog buſy here. 

t Edw.. Gentlemen, here is my Daughter and her 

Einſfwoman I think you ſaw em laſt Summer at Scar- 


© Theo. They ate they indeed! Whir ailes my Heart to 


lor aug e 1 rig einde 1 , 
Hell, We did, Sir. © [They faluje en, 

Doubt. We little thought to have the Honour of 
fo fine Ladics this Night, F 


Far Servant, and whiſpers to Sir Edward. 


© Bell. We could not expect this Happineſs, till nen 

Ss he Wars, i ESE 
Sit Edw, What Story is this > My Son almoſt fright- 
ed out of his Wits with a Witch! Gentlemen, 1 

your Pardon for a Moment. [Ex. Sir Edw. and Serve" 
„Beth. Your Humble Servant. I 1 


Fbe Lanceſtate Witches 4 N 
fal. Nothing 2 


cold he work aneape dd W 


at you here. An tt Stor 

ll; Theo. Pray Gemlemen, ws did you comes, r 

ne Doubt. "Travelling: for Mballen, where I told. Jou; | 
es; Madam, in my Letters, I would: ſuddenly be, we loſt 
pe our Way by 3 Darkneſs of the Night, and Wander 
ur ed till we came near this Houſe, whither an honeſt 


Country Fellow brought us for Shelter Rom chis dread un 
Tempeſt. 

Bell. And your — is . to admit a Brace of Stray- | 
Fellows, witch the Civilitx in the World: But, 
Madam, coming 115 to — ol eg ou could. 
not-bring ſuch to me, as ec ing aum. 

* fo Hs [Jv Iſab! 
Doubt. The Sun, to a Man let a Winter at Green- _ 
lna, could not be ſo rariſhing: a Sight, as you, dear 
Madam, are to me. ooh Theo, 

beo. This is Knight-Evranuy indeed! 

Jab. Methinks they talk Romance too. But tis. e 
late if they be iu earneſt; for the Dames een of. 
— A ? How, Married! 5 ! 

Ifab. Nor executed, end ned. 

Tbeo. Beyond all hopes of Mercy. 

Doubs. Death, Madam } you ſtruck me te dhe Heart; 

I felt your Words here. | 
Bell. My Heart was juſt at my Mouth, if you had 
ot ſtopt it with this Cordial, t had flown. 1 way 
ive now in hope of a Reprieve for ou. 
Iſab. Our Fathers will never conſent to that. 
Theo. Mine will not, I am ſure. I have a Mother, 
to boot, more obſtinate than he. 3 
Doubt. If they be ſo mercileſs, sell. Breſerration, the 
great Law of Nature, will juſtify your Eſcape, .' 

Bell. We Taight-Lrogms, as vou Nees ill zefcug 
ou, I warrant you. 

I/ab. But if we rave our Fools, our Fathers, will 


ave us. 

Bell. If you loſe your Facher, Madam, you: hal 
nd one that will value you infinitely more, and love 
ou more tenderly, Doubt. 
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ways think 'tis more likely he ſhould lie that tells it 


they muſt ſtay ſome time before we {ce em again 


; downtight breaking with our Fathers. 


Debt. And you, Madam, ſhall meet with one 
whoſe Perſon and whoſe Fortune ſhall be always at 
your Comman . att WIA yat's ad 
Theo. We grow a little too ſerious about this Matter 


ab. Tis from Matrimony we would fly! Oh 's En 
dreadful Thing. | 
Bell. This Hereſy can never be defended by you: 4 D 
Man muſt be blind that inclines to that Opinion be. Let 
fore you. wal See 
6 Enter Sir Edward, Smerk, Servants. / 
Sir Edw. Gentlemen, I ask your Pardon, be pleas'd D 
to walk into the next Room, and take a ſmall Col. Go 


lation to refreth your ſelves, 
Bell. Your Humble Servant, | | | 
Sir Edw. This Country Fellow that led you hither, 
tells me a Tale of Witches, and here's an Uproar is 
my Family, and they ſay this Place is haunted with 
them; I hope you have no Faith in thoſe Things. 
Doubt. When I hear a very ſtrapge Story, I al: 


me, than that ſ*ould be true. | 


Sir Edw. Tis a good Rule for our Belief. | Exeunt. 

Smerk. My Blood riſes at them, theſe: are damn'd 
Hobbiſts Atheiſts, I'd have em burnt in Smith 
feld. | 


Iſab. well, theſe Gentlemen may perhaps . go 00 
their Servants and Horſes at Whalley to Morrow, whett 


Theo.. We are ruin'd then: For this Marriage will be 
ſo preſſed-upon us; now the Writings are ſealed, and 
Clothes bought, we thall have no Way to delay it, bu 


Iſab. I am refolv'd to conſult with the Gentlemen 
this Night, whate' er comes on rt. ay 
Wund How canſt thou poſſibly bring it about, 
enn 193. eee L115 3424 : 

Iſab. I warrant thee, a Woman's Wit will naturally 

work about theſe Matters. Come, my Dear. 

Yep 7 Mos | [Ex. Omnes 
; C'E NL 
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* x. | 
at SCENE Sir Edirard's Cellar: * 
95 Enter all the Witches, TIP the Devil in the Fm 

4 of 's Buck-Goat after. ** > 


Demd. Lo, here ohr little Maſter's come, 

Let each of us ialute his Bum. [AY Kii #beDevits fe 

See our Provifions ready here. 

To which no Salt muſt c'ercomg, nears. (Tables riſes 

M. Spen. Who draws the Wie? an 

Demd. Our OE l 

Go thou. Ae * 
Dicken. And thon- 45 (bj! [Their Brooms all 3 7 


Horg. And chou, % 47 «144 ſateb Bu 
her, M. Spen. And thous. -: | 
T ig 


Devil. What hayecye 3 Bug: 
Relate the Service of the Night. | 

Demd. To a Mother's: Bed 1 ſofily, crepts. PR 
And while th' unckkiſten d. Brat yer-ſleprs: + + 
I ſackr the Breath ag od * * Man: g 


Which I will boil bg Dre bi ink; fi 21 "Bread 
THE thick for Oincmennsy Zeum ave Drink vl CAD 
I'll keep — £ e 
From a Murdenes that Ming babs, N . 1 | 
I bit dry'd Sinews and ſhrunk Veins J 
Mazrow and Entrails I have brought, 010 
A piece o'th' Gibbet too I got, RE a” 1 
And of the Rope, the fata Knot. ' 
I ſunk a Ship, and in my Flight, | i 
I kickt a Steeple down to Night. 1 
Devil. Well done my Dame; ho, ho, ho, ho! 
Dick. To Gibbets I few, and diſmal Caves, 
To Charnel Houſes and to Graves. AF 
Bones I got, and Fleſh 1 * Y j 
From dead Mens Eyes the glewy Stuff, 


rally Their Eye-Balls with my Nails 2 out, 4. a 
Ine. And 5 of their res I're brought rn b n K b 
NL * 
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A Brat Yth' Mother's Womb 1 flew: q 

The Father's Neck I twiſted roo, 

Dogs barkt, Cocks crow'd, away I flew. 

Devil. A good Servant Ho, ho, ho: 
Har g. Fleih from a Raven 1 in a Ditch 
I ſnatcht, and more from a ray'nous Bitch. 
Mongſt Tombs 1 ſearch'd for Fleſh and Bone, 

With Hair about my Ears alone. 

Fingers, Noſes, and a Wen, 

Aud the Blood of murder'd Men; I; 

A mad Dog's Foam, and a Wolf's Hairs, - 

A Serpent's Bowels, Addet's Ears, 

I put in my Pouch; and coming back, 

The Bells in a Steeple I did crack. 

I ſent the Murren into Hogs, 

And drove the Kine into the Bo W 
Devil. Tis well, tis well z 3 ho. 
M. Spen. To make up Love Cups I have ſought 

A Wolf's Tail-hair and Yard ; Pye 

The green Frogs Bones, whoſe Fleſh was talen 

From thence by Ants; then a Cat's Brain 

The bunch of Fleſh from a black Fole's: Head, 

Juſt as his Dam was _— t to Bed, 


Hor g ſt 


one ca 


We ſ« 
"oy 
Dy on 0 
nd ni 
Je lea 
{nd wi 
Ihen Wi 


Dr wit! 


e, 
an bi 
Vith I 
auſe 
Df ful 
nd F 
ere's 
bo c 


Before ſhe lickt it; and I have fome | All 

Of that which falls from a Mare's Womb abatl 

When ſhe's in Luſt; and as I came home, lay 
1 put a Woman into Fits, 100-- 


And fri Pai a Parſon out of his Wits. [ Dance, 
Devi All's well; Ho, ho, ho, ho. | 


SONG. 


I. | 
HAT Joy like ours can Mortals find* 


We can command the Sea and Wind: 
Atl Elements our Charms obey, 


And all good Things become our Prey ; 
And dainiieſt Meat and luſtieſt Wine, 
"We for our Sabbaths ſtill deſign. : 


cri 


' Mong 
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Hongſt all the great Princes the Sun ſhall cer ſee, 
one can be ſo great, or ſo bappy as we. + 


1 
We ſail in Egg-ſhells on rough Seat, 
Ind ſee ſt range Countries when we pleaſe ! 
Dr on our Beſomes we may fly, ; 
nd nimbly mounting to the Sky, 
Ve leave the ſwifteff Birds bebintl, 
ind when we pleaſe ontſtrip the Wind : 
Then we Feaſt and we Revel after Jong Flight, 
Dr with a lov'd Incubus ſport all the Night. 


III. K 
When we're on Wing, we ſport and play, 
rankind, like Emmets, we ſurvey; © 
Vith Lightning blaſt, with Thunder kill, 
auſe Barrenneſs where-eer we will. 
Df full Revenge we bave the Power, 
nd Heaven it it ſelf can have no more. 3 
cre's Health to our Maſter the Prince of the Flies, 
bo commands from the Centre all up to the Skies, 


All. Harr, harr, harr, hoo, hoo, ſabath, ſabath, 
abath, Devil, Devil, Devil, dance here, dance there, 
lay here, play there; barr, harr, harr, hoo, hoo, 
100---- [They all fink and vaniſb. 


C2 ODDGOEDIEEDOICDIOEDOVEDY Ib 


TO I— mn = my H—— — — — —— —ämĩ . — 


ACT . 
Enter Sir Edward Hartford, Bellfort and Doubty. 1 
Doubt. OU have extremely delighted us this 


Morning, by your Houſe, Gardens, your 
ccommodation, aud your Way of Living; you: put _ 
e in mind of the renowned Sidney's admirable Pe- 
Cription of Kalandar. | | ; | 

Jir 


. 


„ > | ap 8 | . T7 Ar * * * d 
= 43 The Lancaſhite Witches. 
Sir Euw. Sir, you compliment ine roo müch. 
Bell. Methinks You repreſent to us the golden Dat i 
Queen Elizabeth, ſuch ſure were our Gentry they 
now they are growp ſeryiſe Apes to foreign Cuſton 
they leave oft Hoſpitality, for. 8 were famay 
all over Europe, and ruth Seryants to Board- Wages. 
Sir Edw. For my Part, I love to have my Scryan 
Part of my Family; the other were, to hire Day-Laba 
ers to wait upon me; I bad rather my Friends, Kinda 
Tenants and Seryants: ſhould live well out of me, tha 
Coach-Makers,, Taylors, . Embroiderers and Lacemg 
ſhould: To be pointed at in the Streets, and have Foal 
ſtare at my Equipage, isa Vanity I have always ſcorn! 
Doubt. You ſpea like One defcended from thoſe nd 
ble Anceſtors that made France tremble, and all the u 
of Europe honour mn - | 


: 1 — = 
2 1 1 6 
2 — . — "5 — rg 
88 7 
— — a - 


„ 
2 
— > - = 7 — — 
— —— — — — geen — 
1 ; 


+> 
: w_ 


* 


wY * 


* — — —— 3 
— rr 
7 — 
g 24 
— . 
> 
_ 4 - 
y SI 
po — ö 5 
5 — — X — J 
- — 


282 I 
—— r > wogaog Tt WY * . 
„ — =D S 5-6 6 
920 » — 4 ar 
— - 


Sir Edu. I reverence 
New-faſhion'd Gentry Tove the French too well to fight 
againſt em: they are bred abroad without known 
any thing of our Conſtitution, and come home taint 
with Foppery, laviſh Principles, and Popilh Re 


ion. 


- Bell. They bring bome tts of Building from het 


Countries to ſerve for our cold one; and Frugality fron 
thoſe Places where they haye little Meat and {all So 
machs, to ſuffice us Who have great Plenty and lull 
Appetites. 5 | 3 

Bell. They build Houſes with Halls in em, notf 
d as former Porches.; Beggars were better en:ertal 

y their Anceſtors, than theilt Tenants by them. 
Sit Edu. For my Part, I think twas never god 

Days, bur when great Tables were kept in large Hal 
the Buttery-Hatch always open, Black Jacks, and 
good Smell of Meat and MHareb- Beer, with Dogs-Tud 

and © Matrow*Bones' as -Ornarents in the Half: Ide 

art signs of good Howſe-keeping'; 1 hate ro ſec Jl 

fins BUOY with nd Meat or Drink in em. 
B.. 1 like not their little Plates; methinks tet 
VPirtdue in an Engliſ Surlon © 


. 
þ © » . 
* 
0 , - 1 
» ” 
=. 4+ * 
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bt. Our Sparks bring nothing but foreign Vices 
1 ole 2 tis ridiculous to be bred in one Coun- 
y, to learn to live in another. 3 


Sir Edw. While we lived thus (to borrow a Coxcomb- 
Word) we made a bettet Figure in the World. 
Bell. You have a Mind that ſuits your Fortune, and 
an make your own Happineſs. © © 
Sir Edw. The greateſt is the Enjoyment of my Friends, 
d ſuch worthy Gentlemen as your ſelves; and when I 
annot haye enough of thar, T haye a Library, good 
orſes, and good alick. wp : pb 
Doubt. Princes may envy ſuch an Engliſh Gentle» 


nan. a 


jeg, and will defend them both with the laſt Penny 
my Purſe, and the laſt Drop in my Veins, and 

are defy the witleſs Plots of Papiſts. | 

Bell. Spoken like à noble Patriot. | alto 

Sir-Edw. Pardon me, you talk like Engliſhmen, and 


cople flouriſh yer, old as I am, in ſpite of Jeſuits; 
am ſure our Conſtitution is the nobleſt in the World. 
Doubt. Would there were enough ſuch Engliſh Gen- 
emen. | 
= Be//. Twere to be wiſht; but our Gentry are fo 
zuch poiſon'd with foreign Vanities, that methinks the 
WE nius of Englend ſeems ſunk into the Yeomanry. 
ir Ew. We have indeed too many rotten Mem- 
rs. You ſpeak like Gentlemen worthy of ſuch noble 
athers, as you both had; but, Gentlemen, I {poke 
Muſick, I ſee two of my Artiſts come into the Gar- 
n, they ſhall entertain you with a Song this Morn- 
: * | [4 ; Song . 
%. Sir, you oblige us every Way. Finely com- 
cd. and excellently perform d. | 
„. I fre, Sir, you are well ſerwd in every 
Ing. | 11 8 5 


Sir Edu. You are too kind. 1 am 4 true Engliſh- 
an ] love the Prince's Rights and Peoples Liber- 


ou have warm'd me; I hope to ſee the Prince and 
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Enter Iſabella and Theodoſia, ' 3 

Sir Edw. My ſweet Couſin, good Morrow to thee, hy 
Hope to call thee ſhortly by another Name, my d. all 
Child, Heavens bleſs thee. . [IGb. bn f dey « 
Bell. Ladies, your moſt humble Servant; you wif __ 
early up .to take the Pleaſure of the Morning in the Sir K. 
Gardens. - a2 
Doubt. Tis a Paradiſe you are in; every Obel ry 
within this Place is raviſhing. P OY 
Theo. This Elace-affords Yariety .of Pleaſures; n "act 


thing here is wanting. 


Bell. Where ſuch fine Ladies are. clique 


haave 

Sir E 
Prie 
OY 3 b 
egue 

I, E 
Prie 
nalwa 


Enter Servant, with Teague O Devilly an Iriſh Pri: 


Serv. A Gentleman to ſpeak with you. 

Sir Ew. With me! Daughter, pray ſhe w theſe Get 
tlemen the Statues, Grotto's, and Water-Works; [| 
Wait on you immediately. 

Bell. This is an Opportunity beyond our Hopes. 

| Exit. Bell. Doubt. Iſab. Tbet 

Sir Edw. Would ſpeak with me? 

Prieſt. Arrah, and pleaſe ty Oorſhip, I am comgoom. 
here to dis plaaſh to maake a Wiſitt unto thee; doll 
dou not know me, Joy? Y 

Sir Edw. Oh! you live at Mr. Redleiters, my C 
tholick Neighbours. 
Prieſt. Ah by my Shoul, ay. 

Sir Edu. How came you to venture hither? . 
ate a Popith Prieſt. 

Prieft. Ab, but tis no matter for all dat, Joy : 
my Shoul, but I will taak de Oades, and I think I 
be excus'd ; but hark vid you a while, by my trot 
thall be a Paapiſt too for all dat, indeed, yes. 

Sir Edw, Excellent Principles! | 

Prieſt. I do come for de noneſt to ſee dee, and jt 
do not come on Purpole gra: But it is no matter, I" 
talkwid you aboot dat, I do come upon Occaſion, ® 
Mr. Redletter did ſhend me unto dee. i 


Sir Edu. Fot what? 


Prieſt. What vill 1 ſay unto de now, but Mr. Red- 


ner did ſhend me, and yet I did come off my ſelf too 


de, daat dy Houſe and de Plaaſh is all over- run w 
Vitches and Spirits, do you ſee now? f 
Sir Ed w. I had beſt let this Fool 1 laugh at him, 
e may be out of the damn'd Plot, it auy Prieſt was ;. 
e they would never truſt this Fool. [ Aſide. 
prieſi. What ſhaall you ſhay unto me upon all dis? 
vill exorcize doze Vitches, and I vill plague doſe 
evils now by my Shoul, vid Holy-Water, and vid. 
cliques, and J vill freet em out of all dis Plaaſh, God 
haave de King. | | 
Sir EA u. I have forgot your Name. 
Prieſt They do put me the Name of Kelly upon me, 
py ; but by my fait Iam call'd by my ownright Naame, 
ge O. Deviliy. | 
Sir Edu. Tegue O Devilly ? 3 
Prieſt. Yes, a very oold Name in Eerland, by my 
nalwaation ; well gra, I have brought upon my Cloak. 


* 


Devils and de Vitches Faaſhes, and I. vill make you 
oomes-vid it an be b | 


Welcome ; but how dare you venture publickly in theſe 
imes? | | 8 52 
Prieſt. Why, I have a great Conſideration upon dy 


ill be de ſoleedity of dat, Joy? 

Sir Ed w. I ſpeak not for my ſelf, but others. 

Prieſt. The Devil taak me now, I do tink, Ivill ſuffer 
r. my Religion, I am affraid I vill be lain at laſhr at the 


reſently, and all my Country ſhall pray unto St. Tegue 
ou 1 ſhay no more, but I vill be prayed unto, Joy. 


Sir Edw. Pray'd too! very well, 
. | Prieſt. 
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r all dat: upon Occaſion; daat I did hear — | 
it 


g ſhome Holy-yaater,. aud I: vill put it upon de. 
ome more Holy-yaater, and you' will vaaſh all de: 


Sir Kew. Well, Father Tegue O Devilly, you're 


rudence; for if dou voudſt, betray me, now phate 


aaſh they call St. Tyburn, but I do not caare by my 
alwaation : for if J vill be hang'd, I vill be a Saint 


lides, ſhome great People vill be nameleſs too, I tel! 
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3 
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Sir Ew. Come, Father Tegue, come along with nt 


certainly intends we thould make 


| Prieſt. Yes, by my ſhoul vill I, and 1 Vill h Yeb, 
| ; : . | | andir 


Serv. Sir Jeffery Sharklebthd and my Lady he nc 
on Buſineſs with you, and deſire your Compi 
within. 5 | | 


Do you hear, find the Gentlemen that are walking with 
my Daughter and her Couſin, and tell em 1 will wat 
upon em preſently. Ex. Sir Edw. and Pri, 


Serv. T will. They are here. Gentlemen, my M now 


ſter is call'd away upon Buſineſs, he begs your Excuft 
and will wait upon you preſently. [Ex. Sen 
Bell. Heaven gives us yet a 8 M aul 
ule of it; I have my 
own Parſon that comes to hunt with mt at Whalhy; 
Madam, an excellent Schobl-Divine, that will end al 
Differences betwixt us. | 
ab. He is like to begin em betwixt us; the Nam 
of a Parſon is a dreadful Name upon theſe Occaſions 
3 = into a Condition we can never get out c, on 
ut by ; h 3 
Bell. If the abſolute Command of ite and my Forte 
can pleaſe you, you ſhall never deſite to get out of it. 
Doubt. | ſhould at more Diſtance, And with mote Rr. 
verence approach you, Madam, did not the thortiils 
of the Time, and the great Danger of loſing you, forte 
me to be free; throw not away this precious Time, 4 


Minute now is ineſtimable. | B 
Theo. Let I muſt conſider on that Minute on which a 

the Happineſs or Miſery of all my Life may depend. S 

I ſab. How can I imagine that you, who have ram. tha! 
bled up and down the Southern World, ſhould at laſtfi 1 
on a Home- bred Miſtreſs in the North 2 How can foi * 
be in Earneſt? F 5 I, 


Be/l. Confalt your Underſtandiiig, and: your Looking: 
Glafs; one will you how Witry, wiſe and good your 
the other, how beautiful, how fweet, how _— 
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nd of their perſpective; but the little End after it. 


anding , but for your Perfections, there needs no Per- 
pective. ‚ 8 


re not well enough acquainted yet to think of that. 
Doubt. To my Reputation 1 ſuppoſe you are no Stran- 
zer, nor to my Eſtate, which lies all in the next Coun- 


i mg} ; and for my Love, I will convince you of it, -by ſet- 
vieh ling whatever you pleaſe, or all that Eſtate upon you 
Wai eſore I expect any Favour from you.. 

rig Theo. You are ſo generous beyond my Deſerts, that L 

' Mu now not how to credit you. ? 

co, Doubt. Your Modeſty is too great, and your Faith 
eros little. 

| A Enter Sir Timothy. | 

e 

% Sir Tim. Death! Who are theſe with, my Miſtreſs 


and my Siſter? Oh! they are the ſilly Fellows that we 
aw at the Spaw, that came hither laſt Night. Do you 
know, Sir, that this is my Miſtreſs, Sir ? \ 
Bell. 1 know, Sir, that no Man is wotthy of that 
Honour. | 3 
Sir Tim, Yes, Sir, I will make you know that I am, 


rite ir, and ſhe has the Honour to be my Miſtreſs. 

it. Bell. Very well, Sir. 3 a 

Re. Sir Tim, Very well, Sir! No, tis very ill, Sir, that 
telt you ſhould have the Boldneſs to rake my Miſtreſs by 
force he Hand, Sir; and if you do, Sir, I muſt tell you, 


ir What do you ſmile, Sir ? 
Bell. A Man may do what he will with his own 


hich Face. I may ſmile, Sir 

nd, Sir Tim. If you do, Sir, I will fight, Sir, I tell you 

am- chat Sir, hah! | 

fir Iſab. Sir Timothy, you are a bloody-minded Man. ' 
you Sir Tim. Tis for my Honour, my Honour, he is 
| plaguely afraid; look you, Sir, if you ſmile, Sir, at 

ing me, Sir, I will kick, Sir, that's more, Sir. 
art; | 


I/ab. Men before they are married, turn the great 


Bell. They are Men of il! Eyes, and worſe Under- ' 1 


Theo, If I were inclin'd to Marriage, methinks W 


13 Bell. 


— 
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| . Sir Edw. I ask your Pardon, Gentlemen; 1 ws Co 
* Ray'd by what, if you pleaſe ro walk in, will diveſt "7 


- Bell. If you do, Sir, you will be the Fifteenth Mu B 

I have run chrough the Body, Sir. , vilit 
| 5 1 Tim. Hah ! What does he ſay, through the Bodyz 71 
Oh! | SHE | ff 
beo. Yonder's my Brother, we muſt not be ſo pu- to | 
- _-icular, let's join. | 3533 Son 
Sir Tim. How! the Body, Sir: BE” +. 1 
Bell. Yes, Sir; my Cuſtom is (if it be a great Af. S 
front, I kill them for) I rip out their Hearts, dry en 7 
to Powder, and make Snuff of em. Reſ 
Sir Tim. Oh Lord! Snuff: 3 b 
Bel. | have a ſmall Box full in my Pocket; Sir, vil S 
you pleaſe ro take fome ? _ 
Sir Tim, No, Sir, I thank you Sir: Snuff, quotha}, $ 

I] will have nothing to do with ſuch a cruel Man; Iſa teſt 

no more, Sir, | tha 
Doubt. Your Servant, Sir } 

Sir Tim. Your Servant, Sir; does he take ſuch Snuff put 
. | nat 
Bell. The ſame---.Do you hear, Sir; if you value tha 

your own Fife, which Iwill ſave-for the Family's ſake, pen 


got a Word of this to any Man. 0 
sir Tim. No, Sir; not I, Sir. Your Humble Ser. Se 
vant. ' 1 | 1 
Enter Sir Edward. | 


you well enough. 


Doubt. We will wait on you, Sir. | de 
Sir Eqw. Daughter, Sir Jeffery and my Lady have tel 
made Complaints of you, for abuſing Sir Timothy ; le , 

me hear no more on't, we have reſolv'd the Marriage in 
Mall be to Morrow, it will become you to be upon 4 
little better Terms to Day. | = 

Sir Tim, Do you hear that, Geptlewoman ? _ * 
Sir Edw. Gentlemen, I have ſent to Whalley for al i 
Your Servants, and Horſes, and Dogs; you mult do p- ” 
the Honour to make ſome Stay with. me. 

15 Ks 
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Man Bell. We cannot enough acknowledge your great Ci- 
dy? 80 Edw. No Compliments ; I oblige my ſelf, Sit 
Teffery Shackltbead and I have juſt now agreed, 'that 
pat- to Morrow {hall be the Day of Marriage berweenge > 
Sons and Daughtets. | $2.0 
Theo. Very ſhort Warning. 3 
Af. Sir Edw, He'll not delay it longer. 2 15 
em Theo. I'll iu and fe what's the Reaſon of this ſudden 
Reſolution. ** 2 


Bell. Sir, we wait on you. o | 
Sir Ew. Stay you there-a while with Sir Timothy. 
Ex. all but Sir Tim..and Iſab. 
Sir Tim. Dear Couſin, prithee be kinder to me, I pro- 
teſt and vow, as I am a Chriſtian, I love thee better 
than both. my Eyes, for all this. — 
Ifab. Why how now, Dog's Face; haſt thou the Im- 


zouf pudence to makę Love again, with that hideous Counte- 

nance? that very inſtpid filly Phyſiognomy of thine, wien 
ralue that moſt piteous Mien! why, thou lookeſt like an O- 
ale, perator for Teeth. | 


Sir Tim, This is all Sham, I won't believe it; I can 
fee my ſelf in the great Glaſs, and to my Mind, no- 
Man looks more like a: Gentleman than my ſelf, 

Iſab. A Gentleman ! with that filly waddling, ſhuf- 
fling Gate; thou qhaſt not Mien enough for a Chief 
ty Motion of thy Body ptoclaims thee an Aſs. 

Sir Tim. Ay, ay, come Madam, I ſhall pleaſe you H 
3 I am marty'd, with a Trick that I have, 1 
tell yee. 1 44 | 
— Out of my Sight, thou makeſt me ſick to ſee 
thee. | e "It * 71 

Sir Tim. 1 ſhall be more familiar with you to Mor- 
row Night: oh my dear Rogue! ------ well, I fay no 
more; Faith I ſhall ; well, no more to be (aid. | 

Iſab. Be gone, thou Baſilisk ! Here 1 vow, if thou 
wert the only Man on Earth, the Kind ſhould ceaſe, 
rather than Would marry thee. | 

Sir Tim. You'll be in a better Humour to Morrow Night, 
though you are ſuch a Vixen now. | Iſab. 


Conſtable; every Change of thy Countenance, and eve- Ml 
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Iſab; This Place, where: ſome Materials are to mend 


the Wall, furniſh me with Ammunition; be gone Th 
I ſay. 5 i | Yo 
Sir Tim. I ſhan't do't, I know when ,I'm in good Mort 
Colpany ; come, prithee Couſin, do not let us fool come 
aun longer; to Morrow we ſhall be one Fleſh --- d' ye ſee, my 


Iſab. I had rather be inoculated into a Tree, than to 


be made one Fleſh with thee; can that Weſtphalia Hide 10 


woman as I ever ſaw, and I am not worthy of jou; 


of thine ever become one Fleſh with me? when I can ther 


become one Aſs with thee, it may; you ſhall neyer Writ 
change my Mind. n | all S. 
Sir Tim. Well, well, I ſhall have your Body to Mor- Ti 
row Night; I warrant you your Mind ſhall ſoon fol- Ye 
low it. | betw 
Jab. Be gone, thou infinite Coxcomb, I'll ſet thee Wiſc 
farther. L [She throws Stones at bim, to co 
Sir Tim. What! what! what a Pox ! hold! what a ly, J 


Devil, ate you mad? Fleſh! Heart! hold! what 2 . min 
Plague! usdbud, I could find in my Heart to turn 4 
gain. . 


. Do, filthy Face, do if thou dar'ſt ! 2 Pe 
Sir Tim, Oh Help! Murder, Murder! [Ex. Sir Tim, 7 
Iſab. “] have no Patience with this Fool; no Racks, time 


no Tortures ſhall force me to marry him. [ Ex. Iab. 


8 Enter Young Hartford and Theodoſia. 


"Theo. I am very indifferent about this Matrimony, 
and for ought I ſee, you are ſo too. | 
Vo. Har. I muſt confeſs you are as fine a Gentle- 


bur my Father ſays he will diſinherit me, if 1 will not 
marry you to Morrow; therefore I deſire you would 
_ pleaſe to think on't. | 

. Theo. I will think on't. | ; 
Yo. Har. You ſhall command all my Eſtate, and do 
what you will; for my Part, I reſolve all my Life, to 
give up my ſelf wholly to my Sports, and my Horſes, ſb 
and my Dogs, and to drink now and then a Cup of : 
with my Neighbours. I hate Wine, Th, 
Tes. a 
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Theo. You will do very well. 
Yo. Har. He ſays we muſt be married to Motror 
Morning at Ten; I can be a Hawking by Six, aud 
come home time enough; I would be loath to neglect 
my Hawking at Powts in the height of the Seaſon. 

Theo. By no means, you'd do very ill if you ſhould.. 

Yo. Har. Ay, ſo I thould; but ſhall I cell my Fa- 
ther that you will have me ro Morrow ? You know the. 
Wing are ſcaled, and Wedding Cloaths bought of 
all Sides. ö 

Tbeo. Well, I ſhall do as becomes me. 3 

Yo. Har. Well, Confin, there's no more to be ſaid 
berwixt you and I then; pant Verba, a Word to the 
Wiſe, I ſay, is enough; ſo I reſt your humble Servant 
to command: 1'l! relf oy Father what you [ay 22 
ly, your Servant; to tell you truly, I had never ſo much 
mind to be married as now; for I have been ſo woun- 
dely frighrned wich Witches, that 1 am afraid to lie 
alone, Fre ſre ; well, 1 am glad this Buſineſs is over ; 
a'Pox upon all making Love for me. [E. Yo. Har. 

Theo. 1 thought 1 ſaw my Couſin in yon Walk, tis 
time for us to conſult what to do; my Father and Mo- 
ther are reſolved upon to Morrow for the fatal Day. 

Os [ Exit. Theo. 


Enter Smerk, Prieſt, and Mrs. Suſan. 


Prieſt. By my Sbonle, Joy, I thank you for my Faſf- 
break, for it does give Refreſhment unto me, and Con- 
ſolation too, gra. | 

Smerk. Thank you Mrs. Suſan, my Caudle was ad- 
avril, I am much ſtrengthened by theſe good Crea- 

ures, 

Sufan. Yours was admirable ----if Mother Demdike 
bas any Skill; I ſhall find the Operation before Night, 
and I vill be reveny's for bis Scorn to me. [Aſide. 

Prieſt. Though thou doſht know me, yet thou doſbt 
ſony thou wilt tell notbing concerning me. 

Smerk. No; for my Part, though I differ in ſome 
Things, yet 1 bonour the Church of Rome as @ true 
Church, ; Prieſt. 
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| Prieſt. By my Shalwaation ye did all come out of 
us indeed, and 1 bave Expectaation daat you will 
come in agen, and I think I will tive to ſhee it; per. 
bas I will tell you now, you had your Ordination tv 
with us. e Jin b 
 - Smerk. For my Part, I think the Papiſts are honeſt, 
* toyal Men, aud the Jeſuits died innocent, 
. Prieſt. Phaaz ! dou doſbt not believe de Plat; de 
Devil taake me. | 
Smerk, No, no, no Popiſh Plot, but a Presbyterian 
one. 
Prieſt. Abo, beo, boo, by my Sbalvaation I will 
embraaſh dy Father Child, and I will put à great Kiſh 
uon dy Cheeke, now for dat; ay dear iſh a dann'd 
Presbyterian Plot to put out de Paapiſt, and de Prieſlis, 
end de good Men; and if I would bave my Mind, dt 
Devil taak me, I would ſhee em all broil and fry in 
the Plaaſh they call Smithfield, Joy. | 
Smerk. I would have Surpliees cram'd down their 
Throats, or would have em bang d in CanonicalGirdles. 
| Prieſt, Let me embraaſh my Joy agen for daat. 


Enter Bellfort and Doubty. 


Bell. We ſball have excellent Sport with theſe Prieſts, 
ſee, they are come from their Breakfaſt, and embrac- 
ing. | 
. Prieſt And dou doſht not believe the Paapift's Plot, 
«© 1 
| FAM No, but the damn'd Presbyterian Plot I do: 
I would be à Tutk before I would be a Presbyterian; 
Rogues, Villains. 5 | 
Prieſt. By my Shoule I will give Satisfaction unto 
dee, and maak dee of my Church, we have ſhome good 
Friends of dy Church, and dou- art almoſt as good 4 
Friend as be in de Weſt, I have forgot bis Naam ; | 
do take it did begin vid a T. | : 
> _ Doubt, How now ! Do not you believe a Popiſh 
Plot: * 


Smer k. 
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Smerk. No, but @ Presbyterian one 1 do. | 

Bell. This is great Impugence, after the King has 
afirmd it in ſo many Proclamations, and three Par- 
liaments bave voted it, Nemine contradicente. 

Smerk. Parliaments! tell me of Parliaments! with 
my Bible in my Hand, I'll diſpute with the whole 
Houſe of Commons; Sir, I hate Parliaments, none but 
Phanaticks, Hobbiſts awd Atheiſts believe the Plot. 

Prieſt. By my Fait and Trot, dou doſbt maak me 
weep indeed; by my Soul, Joy, dou wilt be a good 
Catholick, if I vill infiru# dee: I vill weep on dee 
indeed. | | | 

Bell. Vhy the true and wiſe Church of Englandmen 
believe it, and are a great Rock againſt the Church 
of Rome. | 

Doubt. And preach and write learnedly againſt it ; 
but ſuch Fellows as you, are Scandals to the Church, a 
Company of TIantiꝝy Fools. * | 

Bell. All the eminent Men of the Church of Eng- 
land believe the Plot, and deteſt it with Horror, and 
abominate the Religion that contriv'd it. ü 

Smerk. Not all the eminent Men, for 1 am of an- 
other Opinion. 

Prieſt, By my Sboul ! by my Shoul Joy! dey are our 
Enemies, and I would baye no Fait put upon dem ; 
but dis is my dear Friend. | __ 

Doubt. This is 4 Raſcal conceal'd in the Church, 
and is none of it; ſure his Patron knows bim not. 

Bell. No certainly ! 

Smerk. You are Hobbiſts and Atheiſts. 

Prieſt, It is no matter for all dat, Joy; what dey 
do ſhay unto dee; for by Chreſt, and by St. Paatrick 
dey be Heretick Dogs, by my Shatwaation dou doſht 
maak me weep upon de agen; by de Lady Mary, I 
think I vill be after reconciling dee to de Catholick 
Church indeed. 


Enter Sir Jeffery, Lady Shacklehead, Sir Edward, 
| X Iſabella, and Theodoha. 


Sit Jeff. Your Servant Gentlemen. 
La, Sha. Your moſt humble Servant. Bell. 
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4 —_ £ Your moſt humble Servant. 

Sir Edw. Is not my Iriſbman a pleaſant. Fellow: 
Doubt. A great Father of the Church. | Tj 
Bell. And perhaps may come to be hang'd fort. 

Sir EY w. Sir Jeffery is going to take ſome Inform. 
"tions about Witches, perhaps chat may divert you no: 
in. Tis againſt my Opinion, but I give him his 

Way. | | 
14. Sha I hope you are pleas'd to pardon my luci 
wility, in ruſhing unawares into your Chamber laſt 
{ Night; but I know you are ſo much a Gentleman, ſo 
well bred, and ſo accompliſh'd, I know you do--- 
Daonbt. Madam. * 

La. Sha. And for that Reaſon 1 will make you my 
Confident in a Buſineſs, that perhaps, I do not know, 
but I think it may be to your Diſadvantage, I wil 
communicate it to you in Private. Now vir Jeffery 
and I are to take ſome Examinations; I afliſt him yer 
much in his Buſineſs, or he could never do it. 

[He fits down, and Lady Shacklehead. 
Sir Jeff. Call in theſe Fellows, let's hear what they'll 
ſay about theſe Witches; come on; Did you ſerve my 
Warrant on Mother Demdike 2 | 

They call the Conſtable in, and a Country Fellow. 
Conft. Sir, | went to her Houſe {ant pleaſe your 
Worſhip) and lookt in at her Window, and ſhe was, 
feeding three great Toads, and they danc'd and leapt 
about bir, and ſhe ſuckled a great black Cat, well nigh 
as big as a Spaniel; I went into the Houſe, and the 
vaniſht, and there was nothing but the Cat in the mid- 
dle, who ſpit and ſtar'd at me, and 1 was frighted 
away. | 
Sir Jeff. An arch Witch, I warrant her. 

Conſt. I went out at the Back-Door, and by the 


i 


h ſtrei 
. "Threſhold fat a great Hare, I ſtruck at it, and it run 2 8 
way; and ever ſince 1 have had a great Pain in my and 


Back, and cannot make Water, ſaving your Preſence. Wi 
Sir Edw. A Fit of the Gravel. | 


Priefl. No, by my Shoule, ſhe is a great Vitch, and 
I vill cure you upon daat. | d 
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Sit Jeff. No; I tell you, Sir Edward, I am ſure ſhe 
:-2 Witch; and between you and I, laſt Night, when 
I would have been kind to my Wife, ſhe bewitched me, 
I found it lo. _ - | rot 5 

Sir Ed w. Thoſe things will happen about Five and Fifty. 

Prieſt. 1 vill tell you now, Joy, I vill cure you too. 


burn it, and taak de Smoke into both your Noſes, as 
you taak Snuch, and anoint your ſelf vid de Gaall of a 
Crow; taak Quickfilyer, as dey do call it, and put up- 
on a Quil, and plaaſh it under de ſhoft Pillow you 


Maarics for dee, and dou wilt be ſound agen: gra. 
Sir Ea w. A very learned Man in theſe Matters, that 
comes hither on Purpoſe. 5 
Sir Jeff. Who is this pretends to Skill in Witchcraft? 
I ſhall be glad of your better Acquaintance. N 
Prieſt. J vill bee very vell pleaſed to bee after being 
acquainted vid dee, Joy. 16771 e | 
La. Sha. Have you any more to ſay, Fellow? ſpeak 
to me, ; | 


Mother Demdike (aid the would be reveng'd on me for 
not giving her ſome Butter- milk; and the next Night 


dy'd, that was as well when he went to Bed, as ever 
be was ſince he was born. 


make a Warrant for her. i 

dir Jeſf. Ay, do. | 
La. Sha. Take ſome of the Thatch of her Houſe, and 
— , at your Houſe, and you ſhall ſee ſhe will come 

teight. 1 1-4 
dir Feff. Oh, to Morrow about Dawn, piſs in a Pot, 
and cover it with your tight, nether Stocking, and the 
Witch will be tormented in her Bladder, and come to 
Jeu roaring before Night. v3 2066+ 
Doubt. A moſt pro Science, . 


A 1 T 
Ma > , 

Rd” 5 

FA W.- 


We” +7 


Taak one of dee Tooth of a dead Man, and. bee, and 


ſhit upon, deen maak ſome Waater through de Ring of 
a Wedding, by St. Patrick, and I vill ſay ſome Ave- 


Conſt, Why, an't pleaſe your Worſhip, Forſooth, 


coming from Rachda/e, 1 ſaw a great black Hog, and 
my Horſe threw me; and I loſt a Hog that Night, he 


La. Sha. Tis enough, a plain, a manifeſt Witch; | 
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* 9 , — | | iſ 
| for ons r Pri 
Conf. A Cow of mine is bewitch'd too | . 
bout the Cloſe as if ſhe were mad; and this 1 , 
Mother Hargrave: bewitcht her, becauſe I den 4he Ne 
ſome Goſ---good. | a — 
Sir Jeff. Pur. her into the Warrant too: 'Tis enoush — 
a lietle thing will ſerve for an Evidence againſt a Witch, Wl. Thi 
Sir Edw. A very little one. | Mile 
-" Peſt. Put a pair of Breeches, or 1riſh Trowſers Sir 
upon your Cow's Nead, Fellow, upon a Friday Mom- iny n 
ing, and wid a great Stick maak beat upon her, till (ke bo 
do depart out of de Cloſe, and the vill repair unto de 1 ha) 
V wo Door, and ſhe vill knock upon it vid her Horns La 
indeed. 

Conſt. Thank you, good Sir mn 
Sir Jeff. Sir, I ſee you ate a learned Man in this Bu- py 
ſineſs, and I honour you. 2 He 

. Prieft. Your Servant, Sir; Ivill put ſome Holy Wa- dou 
ter into your Cows Mout, and I vill maak Cure upon Sit 
Her for all daat, indeed. 5 thy 

La. Sha. Come, has any one elſe any thing to infcrm? Li 

Conſt. Yes, an'tpleaſe your Worthip, here's a Neigh- WI Spit 
bour, Thomas O Georges. lein 
Ib. O Geo. Why, an't pleaſe your Worſhips, I was P 
at Mal Spencer's Houſe, where he wons 1'th' Lone, aud WI of d 
whoo has a meeghty great Cat, a black one by'r Lady, W and 
and whoo kiſt and who clipt Cat, and ay ſent me dawn WM touc 
A bit (meet a bit) and believe Car went under her Coats. C 
Quo Ay, what don you doo with thar fow Cat? Why, 7 
ſays whoo, who ſoukes me. Soukes tee! marry that's 8 
whaint, quo Ay, by'r Lady, what can Cat do beſides? 'Y 
Why, ſays whoo, wooſt carry me to Rachdale belive. che 
Whaw, que Ay, that's pratty! Why, ſays whoo, yeoſt ] 
ha one an ycow win tocarry yeow; by Lady, quo A), po 
with aw- my Heart, and thank ow too, marty 'twill 100 

fave my Tit a power of Labour; ſo wo caw a Cat all 


to me, 2 huge Cat, and: we ridden both to Racbdalt 
ſtreight along. 


Bell. Welk laid, this was home; 1 love a Fcllowthat 
will go through ſtitch, F. 


be Lancaſhire Witches. * © "G0 
sir Jeff. This is a Witch indeed! put her Name inn 
prieſl. This is naw thing by my Shoule, I vill tell f 
you now it is na w _ for all daat; a Vitch, if ſhe bs 
: good Vitch, will-ride:upon a Graſhopper, I tell you 
2 wel, | and yet a Graſhopper is but a — Beaſt 
neither ; you do maak wonder upon dis, but by my 
Shoule it is naw 0g. Pts © | 
sir Jeſt. Where did:youtake Cat, ſay you, together Z 
Tho. ; Geo. Why we took Cat i'th' Lone, meet a 
Mile oft. £6. Bo 2 
Sir Jeff. So you rid eight Mile upon Cats: Are there 
any more Informations? | 1 
Conſt. No more, au'rpleaſe Xour Worſhip, but when: 


1 hare once taken em, cnough will come in. | 
La. Sha. Go then abour taking em, and bring em 

before Sir Feffery and my ſelf, Dll warrant you we'lF 

order em. | 1 | 

Prieſt. I vill tell you now, Fellow, take de Shoe of 
2 Horſe, and nail it upon your Threſhold, de Plaaſh' 
dou doſht go into dy Door upon. | 

Sir Jeff. And put a Clove of Garlic k into the Roof of 
thy Houſe, | | 

La. Sha. Fennel is very in your ;Houſe againſt 
Spirits and Witches, and Alicmm, and the Herb Mul- 
lein, and Long-wort, and Moly too is very good. | 
2 Prieſt. Burn ſome B̃timſtone, — 2 er 
aud of de Gallof a black Dogg, Joy, and beſmear dy Poſhtss | 
ady, and dy Valls, and bee, and croſs dy ſelf, aud I dul 
aun touch de vid Reliques, and dee too, gra. = 
_ Conſt, Thank you; good Sir. | 
'by, Tho, O Ges. Thank a. | RT 
Sir Eaw. Is. not this an{excellent Art? 

Bell. Tis ſo extravagant, that a Man would think 
= they were all in Dreams that ever writ, of it. NE 
. Doubt. I. ſee no, manner of Evidences againſt theſe 
71 n * Gs | ** | 

Bell. Iconldlayghat.theſe Faols,lufaciemsly, but that 
= all the while our. Miſtreſſes are in _—_ yo 
| Doubt, Our time is*very-ſhort, pxichee lets conſidet 
hat what's to be done. + r ene .nY36 ol 
WF” ol Iſab. 


Sir 5 


die Lancaſhire Witches, 
i. wal, my dear, 1 muſt open m Heart to dl 
1 25 ſo much in Love wich Bellfort, that 1 ſhall dr 
n 
ITbeo. Poor Iſabella; dying is ſomething an i 
venient Buſineſs; and yet I Gould . 
tably without my Spark. OM | TY 
Ijab. Our Time's: very ſhort, prithee let's play the 
1 Fool no longer, but come to the Point when we meet em. 
2 Theo. Agreed: But when ſhall we meet em: 
Jab. I warrant thee before Midnight. 
Fir Edw. Come, let us take one Turn in the Garden, 
aud by that time my Dinner will be rede. 
Bell. Madam, for Heaven's ſake confider on what 
ſhort Time my Happineſs or Ruin depends. | 
Iſab. Have a care, Sir Jeffery and his Lady will be jealous, 


Bell. This is a good Sign. To bimſel 
1 Theo. Not a Word, we ſhall be ſuf] z at Night 
e will deſign a Conference, EM | 


Enter Mal Spencer and Clod. 
M. Spen. Why ſo unkind Clos“? You frown and 
wonnot kiſs me. 3 oy | 
Clod. No marry, Tl! be none of thy Imp, I wott. 
Ky. 5 Spen, What doſt thou mean my Love? prithee 
is me.” *- 4 
Cod. Stand off! by'r Lady, an I lift Kibbo once, Iſt 
' , Traddle thy Bones: thou art a fow Wheane, I tell o that, 
© thou art a fow Witch. * Lo | 
M. Spen. I a witch! a poor innocent young Laſs, that's 
whaint, I am not awd enough for that Mon. 8 
Clog. And I believe mine Eyne, by the Maſs I ſaw 


bo 


you in Sit Jedard's Cellar laſt Neeght inen Harps : 
thou art a rank Witch, uds Fleſh, Ill not come near thee, Co 
A. Spen. Did you ſee me? Why if I be a Witch, 1 4 


am the better Fortune for you, you may fare of the belt 

— . r 
Cod. Fare! marry, I'll fare none with thee, I Il not 
be hang d, nor go to the De'el for thee, not 1 by th Maß, m 
but 1 will hang thee on I con, by'r Lady. yx. 
I. Spen. Say you ſo, Rogue? I'll plague you for that 
0 f - [She goes out. Cled. 


22 


thee, 
die if 
Nob. 
for. 


the 


em. 


den, 


ous, 
: 


* 


44 | Wixchos, ts 
Cled. What i is whoo gone? "Tis for no gaod m 
Iba ſcap'd a fine Waif, a fow Cartion, 'by Lady, I * 
= Whean, and there be no more e ip Lan- 5 i | 


uſhire, Fleſh, what's "tis? - 
| Entersavith a Bridle, and utsiton®erbei is ward. 
- #al. Spen. A Horle, a Hor be thauto me, {| 


Ind carry me where J ſhall: flee... | | 
{She gets upon bim and flies awey- 

Eater Demdike, Dickenſon, e. with them: © | 
Imps, and Madge, who. is teh : the nem HN =_ 


Dend. Within this ſhattered abby Walls, — 
This Pit o'ergrown with Brakes and Briers, e 
Is fit for our dark Works, and here "gel 
Our Maſter dear will ſoon appear, . 
Aud make thee Mother Madge a Woch, 
Make thee be happy, lopg-liv'd;. rich, 
Thou wilt be powerful and wiſe, 
And be reveng d of thy Enemies! 
Hadg. Tis that Id have, 1 1 chank you Dame. 
Demd. Here take this Imp, and let him ſuck, 
Hell do whate er thou biddeſt him, call 
Him Puck Hairy. 
Madg. Come hither Puck Hairy. 

An Imp in the Sbape of. a black Shock comes fo 1 
Demd. Where is thy Contract written r 
Madg. Tis here. -:3 
Demd. So, tis firm and good. 

Where's my Mamittion ? Come, my YRogue,. 
And take thy Dinner. oh 
Dicken, Where's my 97 90 5 
Come to me, and take thy 
Harg. Come, my Rounqy, 22 art chou? 


Enter Mal Spencer, trading Clail in a Bridle.” ky if 


M. Spen. Come, Sirrah, I have ſwitch you welk. 
Vl tie you up no to the Rack. 
be; tie bim «> and | Joins with tbe other Witther.- 
Walt mer, Siſters, where's my Pycklin.? 


Come lin. 5 
0000: Ay PY: * 13 oN. 
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5 3 * 'Wayns and Fleſh, what con Ay do naw. 
am rurn'd into a Horſe, a Capo, à meer Tig; Fleſh 
|  Ayſt neerbe'a Mon agen, 1 marteT con ſpeak, ? cone 
Pray, I wot, a pox oth De'el, mun Ay live of Oars 
Beans, and Hay aw my Life, inſtead of Beef and Pud 
ding ? Uds Fleſh, Ill Weich too. [He Neiphs.] Ob 
whoo has ſwircht and ſpur d me plagncly, Ay am ray 
all over me, whoo has raden a waunded OR _— 
Dien. Ointment for flying here I have, 0 
Of Childrens Fat ſtolu from the Grave. 
The Juice of Smallage and Night-Shade, 
Of Poplar Leaves, and Aconite made ; { = > 
With theſe $158 
The Aromatick Read I boil, ; 3 
With Water-Parſnip, and Sa | ey 
Wich ſtore of Soot, and add to that ſr 
The recking Blood 'of —_c_' : 
Dick. From the Seas flimy Owſe, a Weed 
1 fetch'd, to o pen Locks at need. = | 
With Coats ck d up, and with my air BP; A 
All flowing looſely in the Kir, : ; | 
With naked Feet i went amon 
The poiſonous Plants, there Adders Tongue. | 
With Aconite and. Martagon, f * 
Henbane, Hemlock, Moon- wort too, FS 
Wild Fig-Tree, chat oer Tombs does grow. 
- The deadly Night-ſhade, Cypreſs, Yew, 
And Libbard's ane, and yenomous Dew, 
I gathered for my Charms. 
Hlarg. And I 
Dug up a Mandrake which did cry.. 
Three Circles I made; and the Wind was be 
And looking to the Weſt I ſtood. 
A. Spen. The Bones of Eregs I got, and the Blood, 
With Screetch-Owls „ and Feathers too. 
Here's a Wall-Toad, and Wings of Batts, 
Ae Eyes of Owls, the Brains of Cats. 
| [The Devil appears in Humane Shape; wit 
— Four Attendants. 
Dema. Peace, hefe's our Maker, * ſalate, 


8 2 w 
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wil 


with 


And I theſe new ones for yo on make. N 7 


er” 
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Aud kiſs the Toe of his Cloven· Foot. [They Ki the De- I 
Now our new Siſter we preſent, vil Foot. 
The Contract wy gn it 1 d. 
: [Madge „ng. it with herd, 
Devil. Fiſt; Heavin your u U „ N ff 
Madg. 1 do. 1 To GY *Q v5 bete el | 
Devil. Your Baptiſm thus, I wach out too. N 
The new Name Maudlin Jo u muſt take, 
And all your Goſſips mult torſake, 


Demd. A piece of your Garment now Gas, 50 
Madg. Here, take It Maſter, I'm W [Giveris bin. 
Demd. Within this Circle I make here, 


Truth to our Maſter you muſt Near. 3181 
Maag. I do. NILES 
Devil. Youniaſfeach Month — Children 

beſides your Yearly Tribute at your Day): (rag. 
Maug. 1 will. 


Devil. Some ſecrer Part 1 with my MarkmuſtGign, | 
A laſting Token that you are wholly mine. 
Mad. Ohr [The Deviltakes ber Hants herween bib. 
Demd. Now do your Homage, 
Devil, Vi” Heaven, plague Mankind, go forth 
and be a Witch. [Ibe Muſick ſounds in the Aid. 


S ON G, Chorus in Three Parts. 


Elcome, welcome; happy de, „„ „„ 
In this bleſt Society. N 
1. Men and Beaſts are in thy Power, 

Thou canft ſave, and thou canſt devour, 

Thou canſt bleſs, and curſe the Earth, 

And cauſe Plenty, or a Dearth. 


Chor. Welcome, &c. 


2. O'er Nature's Powers then canſt droweil, 447 
Raiſe Winds, 'bving Snow, or Rain, of Hail. 
* their Canfer, and canſi male 

The ſteady Courſe of Nature ny „ zus a 

Cbor. Welcome; G. e le 

3. Thou can'ſ# mount upon the Clouds, M 

And «kim. ver he rugged Flood; _— 


. 68 Me 


: And through the ſolid, Rar tb canſt oe: 4 5 ; e N | 


On Heaven 105 ne er Fry x1 Mina: * 


Typs can dive tothe Sends, below, 


Chor. Welcome Gel „ Degel 7 7 % iy 
4, Ten 'I open Dotks, r phdaugh « a cht 


Shalt creep for dufntieſt Meat aud Urin. 

Thou mayft ſteep on the Tops of Trees, © | © add. 

And lie in Flowers lile Hanible Bees." © F & 
Chor. Welcome, 555 ht 


Revenge, Revenge be ie ben, 
of all thou.baff by "thy 5¹ 1 
For bere tis Heat'n to playin ankind, EY fall 


[They Dance with fantaſtick and unuſual Poſtores, 
Devil. At your Command, all Nature's Couiſe ſhall F 
And all the Elements make War or Peace: (ceaſe, 928 
The Sky no more ſhall its known Laws obey, 
Night ſhall retreat, whilſt you prolong the Day. 
Thy Charms ſhall ma ke the Moonand Stars come down, 
And in thick Darkneſs hide the Sun at Noon. 
Winds thou ſhalt raiſe, and ſtrait their Ragecontroh E. 
The Orbs upon their Axes ſhall not roll ;; .. - | 
Hearing thy mighty Charms, the troubled Sky 


a it © 

Shall — with Thunder, Heav'n not knowing why. Ar, 
Without one Puff, the Waves ſhall foam and rage, L 
Then though all Winds together ihould engage, ſhe 
The filent Sea thall not the Teorpeſt feel, ſuff 
Vallies ſhall roar, and trembling Mountains zeel/ bor 
At thy Command, Woods from their Seats ſhall rove, ke, 
Stones from rheir Quarries, and fi xt Oaks remove. Si 
Vaſt ſtanding Lakes ſhall flow, and, ar thy Win, oy $i 
The moſt impetuous Torrents ſhall ſtand ſtill: 10 b 
_ Swift Rivers thall (while wond'ting Banks admire). ] 
Back to their Springs with violent Fate retire. I 4 
Thy Charms ſhall Plat ful Fruits, and ripen'd _ 5 
Lale anxious Minds, and then afflict with Cares. ſure 
Give Love, where. Nature cannot, by thy Skill, 5 I 
And any living Creature ſave ot hill: hay 


6 zoſts, transform your (elf, or whom. Jen il. 
er Tom. Shacklehead, ant aGumow $i5She . 
"Deng. Who's here! "who's here 1 e. 


Tom. Sha, Waunds, what's there!) the Witches by'r 
Lady. T'll ſhoot * 1 em; have at ye. ¶ Tbey a1 
vaniſh, and Clod weighs.) Hey, Dive -dappers, Dive- 


and neighing! What a Pox ail'ſt thou? Conſt a tell? 
[Tom. Shacklchead takes off the. Bridle: 


was 2 Horſe, a mere Tit, I had loſt aw my Speech, and 
could do naught bur neigh ; Fleſh, I am a Mon agen. 
Tom. Sha. What a dickens is this Fellow wood ? 


and the Witches, and *I'Il tell you aw at the Alc-houſe. 
Tom. Sha. What a murrain ails Wc bbel? I mug 
follow, and ſee whar $ the W Exit. Oe 


Ch. — TY: IE 4 


AGE, W. mitt 
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Enter Sir Edward, Six Jeflery, Lady Shacklchead, 


| Sir Timothy, and Iſabel! $9171: 304 An | | 
h ut Jeff. [| Am forry T am forced to' complain of 1 my 
. Couſin 
f La. Sha. Sorry ! marry, ſo am not I; 1 am forr 


ſhe is ſo pert and ill- bred. Trul Sir Edward, tis un- 

fufferable for my Son, a Man of his Quality and Title, 

FE born of ſuch a Family, and ſo — © be ld Aba⸗ 
ö ſed, and to have Stones thrown at him, like a Dog. 

Sir Jeff. We muſt een break off the Match, Sir Edwar#. 


* o bear it. Daughter, I never thought to ſee this Day. 


Iſab. Sir, I am ſo amazed, I know not what to lay 3 


rs: Lab ſe my Couſin ! Sure he is bewirched. 


Sit Tim, I think 1 am, to love you after ir; 1 am. 7 


ſure my Arm is black and blue, that it is. 


my Iſab. He jeſted with me; as I thou 2 and weed 


have ruMed me, and kiffed me, and I run from him, 


will. = 
1. and i in fooliſh Phy; T cl little ö two e 9 


* 


Clod. Uds Fleth, I am - a Mon agen naw |; Why, 1 


Clod. Iſe ta the Bridle with me, fly from the De'cl, ; 


— EE OLS) 


Sir Ed w. Sir, I am aſham'd of it, 1 bluſh and gtieve 


ya mn £ 1 @ 2. Ws " is 
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* 


* 
"4 
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dappers : What a Devil's here! Clio tied by a N 9 


22 '* The Laiicaſhite | Witches, | * 
% Sir Nm. And: why did you call me Reh Face, and 


is 
＋ 


_ ay Fellow ? hah, 2 | Sit 
| 3 la Sts Hewgly'! nay; then I be mo Eyes; » though MW fs 
ler chat ſhould mot fahr, 1 have not ſeen his Fellow... ol 
1jab.:NorUncither! twas a Jeſt, a Jeſt, he told me Pard 
E's ire Was ; handſo mer: lor a Man than I was for a Woman, La 
Sir Jeff. Why, look vou there, you Blockhead, you 
2 clown, you Puppy; why do. JO TEEN with this vir 
e e? with 
La. Sha. Good Words, Sir Fefſery, was not ſo much me { 
| amiſs; hah, I II tell you that. you | 
. Sir EA. Sure this is ſome Miſtake your told me you 2 
were willing to mary. a Pe 
Ib. I did not think 1 ſhould de yu to acknowledge I, th 
it before this Company: But Heaven knows, I am not theſe 
Bs willing to live; the Time is now ſo mort, 1 may Lon, 
—_—_ that 
Sir Edw. You would not. als him, you intend to Ml ad 
- marry ill. Pour 
. Jjab. Love him, 1am to | merry; more than Light or ſhall 
Liberty. I have thus long diſſembled it through Mo- I 

deſty; but; now I am provoked, I: —— Joa, Sit, 
think not that. I'd di ſhonour y⏑σj,d. h 
Sir EZw.. Look you have made. her weep; 1 di 
18 never found her fall: or or Acobedient. 7 
* Sir Tim. Nay, good dear Couſin, dont cy, you'll St 
make me cry too; I-can't forbear, I ask your Pardon WW ©! 
with-all my Heart, :1 vow L do; Ty was to blame, I E. 

e e cg. Sf k y, J never, could bel 

A. 094. Go too, OIT y 175 © lee 
ane of. your, Pars would; Neg e TI - 
Sit Rd w. And you will to 185 AY . 
Iſab. L never wiſht for any ing lo muck; Jou make 5 
me bluſh to ſay this. 10 / 
La. Sha. Sweet Couſin forgive we, and Sis zes, 3 
2nd Sir Timothy.. . | 8 
Iſab. Can I be angry at. any — * 1 am 0 be hs 
matried to Morrow? And I. am ſure I 10 be, a 5 
Llove more than I hate this Fool. 5 * 
Sir. Jeff. L could find in my Heart t to. break your Hen 7 


Su Timothy; you are a Pup Pr. 
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vir Ed w. Come, let's leave em together, to under- 
ſtaud one another: better 42 
sit Jef. Couſin, Daughter I ſhould: ſay, I beg your iſ 
Pardon, your Servant. 

La. Sha. Servant, ſweet Daughter. 

; [ Ex. Sir Ede. Sir Jeff. and Lady. 

Sir Tim. Dear Couſin, be in good Humour, I could 
with my ſelf well beaten for miſtaking one that loves 
me ſo ; I would I might: ne'er ſtir, if I did not think 
you had been in earneſt; well, but I vow and ſwear I 
am mightily beholden to you, that you think me ſo fine 
a Perſon, and love me ſo dearly. Oh, how happy am 
, that I ſhall have thee to Morrow in theſe Arms l by 
theſe ten Bones, I love thee more than all the Ladies in 
london, put them together. Prithee ſpeak to me; O 
that Smi.e kills me; oh I will fo hug and kiſs thee, 
and love thee to Morrow Night I'd give Forty 
Pounds to Morrow Night were to Night ; I hope we 

mall have Twins before the Teat comes about. 1 
I/ab. Do you ſo Puppy? 
[be gives him a Box on the Ear, and pulls - 
Vim by the Ears. 3 
Sir Tim, Help! help! murder! murder! 
I/ab. Help! help! murder! murder ! 


* 


1 


A 


dit Tim. What a Devil's to do now? Hah! ſhe 
counterfeits a Swoon. | 1 85 


Enter Theodoſia at one Door, and Sir Jeffery and! 
Lady at the other. | 


' 


% 


Teo. How now, my Dear! what's the Matter? 

dir Tim, I feel the Matter; ſhe gave me a Cuff, and 
lug'd me by the Eats, and I think he is in a Swoon.- 

Jſab. O the Witch! the Witch eame juſt now into 
the Room, and ſtruck Sit Timothy, and lug d him, and 
bear me down: % hl 15.0939, 9950 e ee 
Sir Iim. Ob Lord, a Witch! Ay, twas a two- 
bed Wird e Ae e 

lſab. And, as ſoon as ſhe had done, ſhe run cur of 
that Door. P 

Theo. Tis very ttue, I met her and was frighted, and 
ft her mutter ing in the dext Room. =. Sir 


.. 


N on 
S — * L 
* N * 5 
„ > 
4; att - - >. * 
* ” F 


_— 
. LO 8 The Tiens Webel 
. 3 Oh Jap pudence! -' 
>" Sax You ou Cant, will ou 
| bare Te Lyes?' s Is the Fellow ee ns 
He cudgels Sir Tim, 
I. Sha. Go, Fool, I ani aſham'd of . "a 
Sir Jeff. Let's ſee if we'can rake this Witch. 
Ia. Sha, Quickly, before the flies away. 
: [Ex. Sir Jeff. and Lady. 
Sir Tim. Wel, 1 have done, III ne er tell Tale more. 
1 ab. Be gone Fel, * 
ir Tim. Well, 1 will . this, ut I 4 reſolyed 
13 to ney her to Morrow, and be revenved on her; if 
the ſerves me ſo then, 1 will tickle her oby for her, 
faith I will. [Ex. Sir Tim, 
' Tab. Well, TII * bone, and get out of the Way 


of em. 
ne. Yorke on. — 


Enter Foung Harrford Drack. 


8 Har. Madam! Couſin, hold a lite; I deſite a 


Word with you. 

. Theo, I muſt ſtay. 

Iſab. Adieu then. 

Jo. Har. I am drunken well neegh, and now I am 
not ſo, hala, (ſince we muſt marry to Morrow) I pray 
. you now let us be a little better acquainted to Neeght ; 

Iii make bold to ſalute you in a. Civil Way. 

Theo. The Fool's drunk. 

Yo: Har. By the Maſs the kiſles rarely, uds lud, ſhe 
bas a Breath as ſweet as a Cow; 1 have been a Hawk- 
ing, and have brought 0 ou home a power of Powts in 
Wy Bag here; we bave had the rareſt Sport; we bad 

deen at it ill, but that tis Neeght. | 
| Theo. You have been at ſome other Sport I ſee, | 
Wo. Har. What, becauſe I am merry! 3 and 1 
ul, I can be as merry as the. beſt on 'em all. 


1 onny mon fſmalt my Sweat Heart, 
Af ſinait bim agen an I con, 
..» Fleſh what care I for à brokkey Yead ; ; 
For oneſt a Mon Men. n Th 


Fello! 
him 


(ca 
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' Theo. 1 ſee you can be merry indeed. ones 

Yo. Har. Ay, that I can, Fa, la, la, fa, la. [He  þ 
1% Roger 8; Coverly.] I was at it Helter Skelter 
in excellent Ale, with Londoners that went a Hawking. 
brave Royſters, honeſt Fellows, chat did not believe 
the Plot. ; Ft - 1 410 

Theo. Why, dom t you believe the Plot? 

Yo. Har. No, the Chaplain has told me all; there's 
do Popiſh Plot, bur there's a Presbyterian one; he ſays, 
none but Phanaticks believe it. r 

Theo. An excellent Chaplain, to make Love to his 
Patron's Daughter, and corrupt the Son. [ 4ſide.] 
Why all the eminent Men of our Church believe it; this 
Fellow is none of the Church, but crept into it for a 
Livelihood, and as ſoon as they find him, they'll turn 
him out of it. | | Frog ot 

Yo. Har. Nay, Coufin; I ſhould not have told it, 
he charged me to ſay nothing of it; but you and I 
are all one; you are to be Bone of my Bone to Mor- 
tow: And I will ſalute you once more upon thatd'ye ſee. 

Theo. Hold, hold, not fo faſt; tis uot come to that 
yet. "ER | 

Yo. Hay. 'Twill come to that and more to Morrow, 
Fa, la, la; but I'll out at Four a Hawking though, for 
all that, d'ye underſtand me? 


Enter Doubt y. | - 


Theo. Here's Doubry, I muſt get rid of this Fool. 
Couſin, I hear your Father coming; if he ſees you in 
this Condition, he'll be very angry. | 1 

Yo. Har. Thank you kindly, no more to be (aid ; 
I'll go and ſleep a little; I ſee the loves me, Fa, la, 
la, la. | 1 [Ex. young Hart. 

Doubt, Dear Madam, this is a happy minute thrown 
upon me unexpectedly, and I muſt uſe it: To Morrow 
is the fatal Day to ruin me. l 

Theo, It ſhall not ruin me; the Inquiſition ſhould 
not force me to a Marriage with this Fool. *; 

Doubt. This is a Step to my Comfort; but when - 


your Father ſhall to Motrow hear your Refuſal, you 
G know 
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Eno not what. his Paſſion may produce; Reſtraint 
3 Liberty is the leaſt. 8 a 4. 1 9 | 
+ --»». Theo, He ſhall nor reſtrain my Liberty of Choice, 
Doubt. Put your ſelf into thoſe Hands that may de 
end you from his Power; the Hands of him, who low 


can 

you more than the moſt Pious value Heaven, than Mi Upon 

ſers Gold, than Clergymen love Power, than Lawyer Daugh 

Strife, than Jeſuits Blood and Treachery. La. 

,- Theo. If I could find ſuch a Man. ſhaped 

Doubt. Then look no farther, Madam, I am he hon 

{peak but one Word, and make me the happicſt Maul tors o 

on Earth. M % e bai 6s Parts, 

Deo. It comes a little too quick upon me; are you ip » 

ſiure yoo are the Man you ſpeak of? Dot 

Doubt. By Heaven, and by your {elf J am, or may dam; 

I be the Scorn of all Mankind; and the moſt miſerable Lz. 

400, without you. 2 | dull h 

12: Theo. Then you ſhall be the Man. | old & 

Doubt. Heaven! on my Knees I muſt receive this Do 
Bleffing ; there's not another 1 would ask! my Joy's 

._ -£00 big for me- 4 | TIRE La 

Theo. No Raptures, for Heaven's ſake, here comes De 

my Mother, Adieu. ge 0 dam. 

TY La 

Enter Lady Shacklehead. D. 

Doubt. 1 muſt compole my ſelf. 1. 

La. Sha. Sir, your moſt Humble Servant. 1 

Doubt. Your Lady ſhip's moſt Humble Servant. , 

La. Sh. It is not fit I ſhould loſe this Opportunity, WM '* 

to tell you that (which perhaps may not be unaccepta- , 


ble to a Perſon of your Complexion) who is ſo much 
2 Gentleman, that VIl ſwear J have not ſeen your equal. 
Doubt. Dear Madam, you confound me with your Bl - 
La. SA. I vow tis true; indeed I have ſtruggled with = 
my ſelf before I thought fit co reveal this; but the Con- 


; P 7 5 #9 , _ ed ' 4 & | - 1 
Aideration of our great Accompliſhments, do indeed, as ad 
it were, raviſh, or extort it from me; as I may fo ſay. 006 


n Doubt. Ibeſeech you, Madam. | 1 
La Sha.” There is a Friend of mine, à Lady 8 
e ) * 
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te World has acknowledged to be well breda ahd of 
Mrs too, that I muſt ſay, and almoſt confe(ls}, not i 
de Bud indeed, but in the Flower of her Age, hom 
Iime has not yet invaded wich his Injuries; in fine, En- 
n cannot {ay that ſhe is leſs than a full ripe Beauty. 

Doubt. That this Creature ſhould bring: forth ſuch 2 
Daughter. „ n en wits | \? TT | [Aſde 
La. Sha. Fair of Complexion, tall, ſtreigbt, and 
ſhaped much above the ordinary. In ſhort, this Lady 
(whom any have languiſh'd and ſigh'd in vain for) 
toes of her ſelf, fo much admire your Perſon, and your 
Parts, that ſhe extremely deſires to conttact a Friend- 
ſhip with you, intire to all Intents and Purpoles. IF 
Doubt. Tis impoſſible ſhe ſhould be in Earneſt, Ma- 
dam; but were ſhe, I cannot marry; ever. _ 
Lz. Sha. Why the is married already; Lord! how 
dull he is! She is the beſt Friend I have, married to an 
old Man, far above her ſpritely Lear s. „ 05a 
Doubt, What a Mother-in-Law am I like to have). 
| . | [ Afrde.." 


La. Sha. Can you not gueſs who this is allthis while ?? 


Doubt. Two well. [Ie himſelf.) Not I, truly Ma- 

dam. | - [To bes. 
La. Sha. Ha, ha, ha; No! that's ſtrange! ha, ha, ha.“ 
Doubt, I cannot poſſibly. 


La. Sha. Ha, ha, ha. I'll ſwear; ha, ha, ha, * * 


Doubt, No, I'll ſwear. 


La. Sha, Tis very much, you are an ill Gueſler, IU 0 


vow ; ha, ba, ha. Oh Lord! not yet? 
Doubt. Not yet, nor ever can. | 
La. Sha. Here's Company, retire. 
Enter Smerk end Tegue O Divelly, | 


Smerk. I am all on fire; what is it that inſpires me? 


I thought ber ugly once, but this Morning thought ber 
ugly; and thus to burn with Love already! Sure J. 
was blind, ſhe is a Beauty greater than my Fancy e er 
could form; a Minute's Abſence is Death to me. 

Prieſt. Phaat, Joy, dou art in Meditaation and 


G 2 | Conſidera- 
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| | ve me 
Confderaation upon ſometbing? If it be @ x Mon 
b &y. Conſcience, I believe I ola maak it 1 — "Smerk 
„„ ſmtiat 
Serke. No, Sir, I am only ruminating a while; Prieſt 
am inflamed with ber Aﬀet#ion. Oh Suſan! Suſan 7)? 4 
Ab me ! Ab me ! ? * 7 15 ne; if 

_ » Prieſt. Phaat deſt dou not mind me, nor put % / 
Fhought upon me? I do defive 1 know of dy Father I Car: 
Child, what be does differ from the Catboliek Church ue dan 
in, by my Fait n is @ braave Church, and a gaallane believe 
Church (de Devil tack mee) I vill tell you now, pbare Sme! 

is dere ſuch @ one? Vill you ſpeak unto me now, Joy, Wl vbithe 
r . Prie' 


. Smerk. 'Tis # fine Church, 4 Church -of Splendor, ummi: 
end Riches, and Power; but there are ſome Things is 
jt 


Prieſt. Shome Things! Phaat doſht dos taalk of ſhome 
Things? By my Shoute I vill not fee à better Church is 
s Shommer's Day, indeed, dan de Caathelick Church. 
1 tell you there is braave Dignities, and Promotions 
too, what vill ] ſbay unto you? by St. Paattick, but 
1 do beleeve I vill be 4 Cardinal before I vill bave 


Death. Dey have bad net bad not one Eeriſh Cardi- 
nal a great while indeed. 


 Smerk. What Power is this that wrges me ſo faſt ? 'Sn 

Ob Love! Love! : 1885 | | Jam 

Prieſt. Phaat doſht dou ſhay, doſht dou love Promo- ha 

trons and Dignities? Den I pridee now be @ Caatho« WM 311 

lick. Pbaat vill] ſay unto you more ? But I vill tell P 

Jon, you do ſhay dat de Caatholicks may be ſhaved ; Con 
and Caatholick do fhay, daat you vill be after being 

damn d; and phare is de Solidity now of daat, daat 8 

dou vill not turn a good Caatholick? my 

Smerk. I cannot believe there is a Purgatory. 


Prieſt. No! Phy, I vill tell you pbaat I vill ſbay, uh 


vnto you, 1 have ſheen many Shoutes of Purgatory dat 

did appear unto me: And by my trot, I do know « 

Shout when I do ſhee it, and de Sboules did ſpeak unto | 

me, and did deſhire of me daat I vould pray dem ot on 

p of daat Plaaſh: And dere Parents and Friends "7 
rr | giv 


The L 


jive me ſhome de, 2 T did pray 'em out. With 

ut Money indeed, ue cannot pray dem out; u fafr. 
Smerk. That may not be ſo hard; but for Tranſubs* 
fmtiation, I can never believe it. 

Prieſt. Phaar doſht not beleeve de Cooncel of Trent, 
y? dou vilt be dam d indeed, and de Devil taał 
ne, if dou doſht not beleeve it. I vill tell you pbaat 
will I ſay to you, a Cooncel is infallible; and I tell you 
Cardinals are infallible too, upon Occafion, and dey 
re damn d Heretick Dogs, by my Shatvaation, dat do 1. 
elieve every Oord dey vill ſpeak indeed. 


wbither wilt thou carry me? 

Prieſt, Art dou in Love, Joy ? by my Shoul dou 40ſbr 
ummit Fornicaation; I vill tell you it is 4 venial Sin, 
md vill after be abſotving you for it; but if dou doſbr 
commit Marriage, it is mortal, and dou vilt be damn d, 
"me Bl ind be Fait and Trot. I pridee now vill dou fornicate 
n not marry ; for my ſhaak now vilt dou fornicate. 
eb. Smerk. Sure 1 am bewitch'd. 
ons Prieſt. Bewirch'# in Love; Aboo ! boo! TI tell: you 
but nw, you muſt taal de Womands Shoe daat dou doſhr 
ve BY love jbo, and dou muſt maak a Jaakes of it; dat is 


di- ſhay, dou muſt lay a Sirreverence, and be in it, 


and it vill maak cure upon dee. 
p 2 'Smerk. Oh, the Witch! the Witch! Mal —— 4 
| I am ſtruck in my} Bowels; take her away there; oh f 
o- I have a Thouſand Needles in me rake her away, Mat 
6% WM Spencer! . 
ell Prieſt. Phaare is ſhe ? Mat Kr U Exercise te, 
4 Conjura in Nomine, &c. 
1 ＋ lie mutters, as cr Ver bimſelf. 
at Smerk. Oh t I have à Million of Needles pricking 

my Bowels. 

Prieſt. J vill fer 15 Hubbub for dee; Help! help? 

2 who is dere? Aboo, boo, boo. 


fo Smerk. Oh Needles! Needles! take away Mat Ser. 
't ter! take her W 


4 6G Bp i "os * 
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Smerk, I feel a Flame within me; Oh Love! Love? | 


—_— 


Enter Sir Jeffery, La. Sha. FUE Suſan. » - 
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Sir Jeff, He is bewitch d; ſome Witch has got hi 


Image, and is tormenting it. Du gl 5 
 - - Prieſt. Hold him, and I vill taak ſome Coutſe vid Prie 
© kim, he is poſleſs'd, or obeſs'd; I vill touch him vid ils B 
ſome Relicks. 88 . | [The 5 
Suſan. Oh, good Sir, help him! what hall I do for now ? 
Nim 2 % „ | from 1 
Ta. Sha. Get ſome Lead melted (and holding it over do no 

his Body] pour it into a Porringer full of Water; and if bim. 
ere be any Image upon the Lead, then he is bewitch d. Sir | 
i\Prieſ?, Peaſh ; I ſbay; here is ſhome of St. Phaatricks La. 
ewn Whisker, and ſhome of the Snuff he did uſe totaak, Prie 
daat did 2 upon his Beard; here is a Tooth of St. Mini- Hirit 
rid; indeed, here is Corn from de Toe of St. Ignatius, ul 

here is de paring of his Nails too. La. 

AL [He rubs bim with theſe Relicks. Ware 
.Smerk, Oh worfe, worſe, take her away! Pr 
Prieft. By my Shoul it is a very ſtrong Devil, 1 vill he vi 

try ſome more; here is St. Caaterine de Virgin's Wed- dut, 

| ding-Ring; here is one of St. Bridget's Nipples of her lech 

. Tuggs, by my Shoul; here is (ome of de Sweat of st. 

: Francis and here is a Piece of St. Laurence's Gridiron z, Sy 
deſe vill make Cure upon any Shickneſs, it it be not one's Sn 
laſht Shickneſs. | I 


Suſan. What will become of mer I have poiſon'd wuc' 
him, 1 ſhall loſe my Lover, and be hang d into the Exo 


Bargain. | ; ; Mel. 
Smerk. Oh! I die, I die! ohr oh f exit 

| 1K By my Shoul it is a very ſtrong Devil, a very S. 
aable Devil; L vill run and fetch home Holy- Vater. gon 
wc. | LExit. Prieſt. $ 
a Suſan. Look up, dran Sir, ſpeak to me; ah woes lom 
me! Mr. S merk, Mr. Smerk. MES 5 


Sir Jeff. This Ixiſbman is a gallant Man about Witches, mo 

ke out-does me. 5 

La. Sha. But I do not know what to think of his Po- 8 

© Piſh Way; his Words, bis Charms, and Holy- Water, ed 
| aud Relicks; methinks he is guilty of Witchcraft too, 

| and youhould ſend him to Goal. for it. 

 - Swerk. Oh! okt | 


Enter 
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Enter Prieſt, with a Bottle of Holy Mater. * 


| Prieſt. Now, I varrant you, Joy, I vill do de De- 
nls Buſineſs for him, now I have dis Holy-Vater; © 
[The Bottle flies out of his Hand.] Phaat is de Matter 
ww? phare is dis Devil daat does taak my Hol) -Vater 
from me? He is afraid of it; I thee my Bottle, but R 
do not ſhee de Devil does taak it. I vill catch it from 


vet 
if him. { The Botile, as he reaches at it, flies from bim. 
'd, Sir Jeff. This is wonderful! KE 
cks La. Sha» Moſt amazing | 
kk, prieſt. Conjuro te malum Dæmonem, Con jure topoſſumuns 
i- Hiritum; redde mibi meum (dic Latine) Bottle, phaat 


ul} do? It is gone. Legies quite away... 
La. Sha, *Tis ſtrange ! you ſec he does not fear Holy 
Water. be 4b $9 | 

prieſt. I telF you phaat is de Matter; by my Shoul. 
he vill touch de. Bottle, becauſe daat is not Conſècrate; 
bur, by Eait,-he vill not meddle vid de Yater, I vilk 
ſetch ſhome, I have in a Baaſhon. 


t. He runs out and ſetebes à Baſon of Mater. 
1 3, Suſan. He lies as if he were aſlcep. 


Smerk Oh! I begin to have fome Eaſe. " a 
Prieſt. J did never meet vid à Devil. daat did coſht for 
nuch Labour before. [He throws Water inSmerk's Face. 

he - WF Exorciſo te Demonem, ſuge, fuge; Exorciſo te, per 
Hh Mclchifedeck, per Bethlehem Gabor, per omne quod 
exit in um, ſeu Grecum five Latinum. ' = AIG" 

7 Smerk, 1 am much better now, and the Witch is 
gone. fl rr 

7. Suſan. Good Sir, retire to your Chamber, I will fetch 
es lome Cordials. | 3 | : 

Smerk. Sweet beautiful Creature 3, how am. I ena- 

55 mour'd with thee! Thy Beauty dazzles rhe Sun in his 

Meridian! 3110; NAKED 


ö Sir Jeff. Beauty, enamoured! Why he ſeems diſtrat=" | 
„ ed ſtill; lead him to his Chamber, and let him reſt. 
* Prieſt. Now Joy, dofht dou, ſhee, I have maad a 


Miracle by my Shoul. Phen vill I thee one af your 


Church maak a Miracle, hob > By my Shalyaation-dey- 
: cannot 
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cannot maak Miracles out of de Caatholick Church 1 
tell you now, hoh. | Mother Demdike enters inviſible to 
them, and boxes the Prieſt.) Phaat is de Matter now, 
| ah? by my Shoul ſhomething does cuff upon my Faaſh 
an bee, Exorciſo te nomine, nomine, by m Shoul 
* Saatan, I vill pelt dee vid Holy-Vater, indeed; he is 
angry daat I did maak a Miracle, 
a [Mother Demdike gets bebind him, and kicks 
| and beats him. SF 
La. Sha, What is this! I hear the Blows, and ſee 
nothing. HEY, 
Sir Tf. So do I, Lam frighted and amazed! ler's fly, 
| [Ex. Sir Jeff. and Lady. 
Piet. Oh! oh! Vat is dis for, Joy: Oh, all my 
Holy-Vater is gone, I muſt fly. 9 5 
[He mutters and croſſes himſelf, and the-Witch 
beats bim out. / 


Enter Bellfort and Iſabella. 


Bell. All this Day have I watched for this Opportu- 
nity, let me improve it now; confider, Madam, my ex- 
tream Love to you, and your own Hatred to that Fool, 
for whom you are deſigned to Morrow. 

Jab. My Conſent is to be had firſt. 

Bell. Your Father's Reſentment of your Refuſal, may 
put you our of all Poſſibility of making me happy, or 
providing for your own Content. 
Iſab. To marry one againſt his Conſent, is a Crime 
he'll ne er forgive. | | | 
Bell. Though his Engagement to Sir Jeffery would 
make him refuſe his Conſent beforehand, he is too reaſon- 
able a Man to be troubled afterwards, at your marrying 
to. a better Eſtate, and to one that loves you more than 
he can tell you: I have not Words for it. 


would you not imagine I were very for ward to receive you 

upon ſo ſhort an Acquaintaace ? | 
Bell. Would I had a Caſement in my Breaſt, Make 
me not, by your Delay, the miſerableſt Wretch on Earth: 
(which I ſhall ever be without you) think quickly, ben 
| dam; 


\ 


Iſab. Though I muſt confeſs you deſerve much better; 


\, wy 
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um, you have not Time to conſider long; 1 lay my ſelf 
u your Feet, do be for ever made happy or miſerable 
5 ou. Lee e v ' * ner een 
| ob. How ſhall I be ſure you'll not deceive me? Theſe 
haſty Vows, like angry Words, ſeldom ſhow the Heart. 
Bell. By all the Powers of Heaven and Earth---- 3 
Iſab. Hold! Swear not; I had better take a Man of 
Honour at his Ward. | . 
Bell. And may Heaven throw its Curſes on me when 
I break it; my Chaplain's in the Houſe, and paſſes ſor 
my Valet de Chambre. Will you for ever make me hap- 
py, Madam) | 1 1 
Iſab. I'Il truſt your Honour, and L'Il make my ſelf fo z 
Pllthrow-my ſelf upon you, uſe me nobly: now tis out. 
Bell. Uſe ye as 1 would uſe my Soul; my Honour, my 
Heart, my Life, my Liberty, and all 1 have is yours. 
There's nota Man in all the World, that I can envy now, 
or with to be. u 112,086 
Iſab. Take care, we ſhall be ſpied: The ſhort Time 
have to reſolve in, will, I hope, make you have a better 
Oęinion of my Modeſty, than otherwiſe you would have 
occaſion for. __ _ | 4 
Bell. Deareſt, ſweeteſt of Creatures! my Joy diſttacts 
ne, I eannot ſpeak to you 't' 2 
I/ab. For Heaven's ſake leave me, if you raiſe a Jea- 
louſy in the Houſe, Iamruin'd ; we'll meet ſoon. 
Bell, Adieu, my Life! my Soul! I am all Obedience 
h (Exit. Bellfort. 


e — 


Enter Theodoſia. ö 
Iſab. Oh my Dear, I am happy! all's out that pained 
meſo; my Lover knows love him. 33 
Theo. I have confeſſed to my Ghoſtly Father too, and 
my Conſcience is at eaſe. | | 


Iſab. Mine received the News with more Joy than he 
could put in Words. == ; 
ake Enter Sir Jeffery, Lady, and Sir Timothy. 


Theo. And mine in Rapture! I am the happieſt Wo- 
Ha- man living. %a | | | 


I{ab, I'll not yield to you at all in that. 


Theo. 


— — 


OE OR Res ot” Ne a 
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F Teo. There's no Cauſe-I would not ſubmit to JOU in, 


but this; my Dear. : 


© Iſ#b. Iwill hold out in this Cauſe while Thave Breath; 1 P. 
am happier in my Choice than all the World can make me. brav 
Thbeo. Mine is the handſomeſt, witteſt, moſt accom- di 
Pliſh'd Gentleman LS SES Thre 
Iſab. Mine is the beautifulleſt, ſweeteſt, well ſhap'd, ebe 
well-bred Gentlemanꝛxyaↄæ | = WH No 
Sir Tim, That muſt be I, whom ſhe means; for all my Wl Face 
ures rern * * Pi 
La. Sha. Peace, we ſhall hear more. are | 
beo. Little think our Fathers how happy we ſhall be MW Si 
to Morrow, nnn M 
Sir Jeff. What's that! liſten. | TS £3 
Iſab. (If no unlucky Accident ſhould hinder us) we ſhall i 

1 1 


be far happier than they can imagine. | 
Theo. How we have cheated — all this while! P. 
Iſab. *Slife they are behind us, ſtir not. We have hid- U 
den our Love from them all this while. a 
La. Sha. Have you ſo; but we ſhall find it now. ¶ Aſide. Si 
Iſab. Your Brother little thinks I love him fo; for I W de. 
have been croſs and coyto him on Purpoſe._ I ſhall be the 4 


happieſt Woman in him Iam to have, that ever was. defe 

Theo. I could wiſh your Brother lov'd me as well as mine 8 
does you. For never Woman low'd the Man ſhe was to ©" 
marry, as 1 do him am to have to Morrow. | 7 


Sir Jeff. That's my beſt Daughter, thou wer't ever a i 3 
good Child; nay, bluſh not, all is out, we heard ye both. hay. 


Sir Tim. Ay, all is out, my pretty, dear Diſſembler; en 
well, I proteſt and vow, Iam mightily obliged to you for b 
| your great Love to me, and good Opinion of me, for 

La. Sha. I hope to Morrow will be a happy Day to Cat 
3 both our Familics. | Ty 


Enter Sir Edward, Bellfort, Doubty, and Muſicians. 1 1 
Oh, Sir Edward! is nottharſtrangelI told you? I thould —_ 


1 not have believed it, if I had not ſeen it. f 
| Sir Edu. And pray give me the ſame Liberty: Butnow I ®* 

we'll have ſome Muſick, that's good againſt Inchantment; - ; 
ſing me the Song I commanded you, and then we'll have 
2 Dance before we go to Bed. [Song.] Enter 11 


mine 
25S to 


ver 2 


both. 
bler; 
u for 
ay to 
ians. 
10uld 


now 


ent; 
have 
nter 


Sir Edu. Play, I ſay. 


_ 


5 
* 


| Enter Prieſt. | 1 
Prieft. Hoh! tis a pritty Shong, but I vill ſhing a 


brave Cronan now, daat is better, 1 tell you. ¶ He ſongs. 


Sit Eau. Tis very fine, but ſing me one Song more in 


Three Parts, to ſweeten our Ears, for all that. [They 


gabe and firain, but cannot ſing, but make. an ugly 
Noiſe.) Why, what's the Matter, you gape and make 
Faces, and do not ſing? What's the Matter! are you mad? 


| Prieſt. Do you play, play, play I ſhay ; Oh, they 


are bewitch'd! I villſhay no more. [Ex. Prieſt. 
Muſic. I can't, my Arms are onthe ſudden grown ſtiff 
as Marble, I cannot move them. 
[They bold up their Bows, but cannot play. 
Sir Ed. Sure this is Roguery and Confederacy. 
Prieſt. Conjuro te, conquro in nomine, &c. 


[The Prieft comes in with Holy-Water, and flings upon 1 


them ſo long, till they run out roaring. 

Sir Edw. Hold! hold! prithee don't duck us all; we 
are not all bewitch'd. - 

Prieſt. I tell you, it iſh good for you an bee, and will 
defend you upon Occaſion. | 

Sir Jeff. Now you ſee, Sir, with your own Eyes; 
cannot you give us a Receipt to make Holy-W ater ? 

Prieſt, A Retheit! aboo, boo, boo; by my Shoul he 
is a Fool. | have maade two Hogſheads gra, and I vall 
have you vaſh all de Rooms vid it; and de Devil vill not 
come upon de Plaaſh, by my Shalvaation. 

bell. 'Tis a little odd ; but however, I ſhall not fly 


from my Belief, that every thing is done by Natural 


Cauſes, becauſe I cannot preſently aſſign thoſe Cauſes. 
Sir Edw. You are in the right; we Know not the 
owers of Matter. 


Doubt. When any thing unwonted happens, and we- 


not ſee the Cauſe, we call it unnatural and miraculous. 
Prieſt. By my Shoul you do taalk like Heretick Dogs 

and Aatheiſts. - 

Sir Edu. Let us enquire farther about theſe Muſicians. 
Prieſt. I vill make ſhome Miracles, and I vill be after 

reconciling dem indeed; ob deu damn d Vitch [Ex. all 


* 


but Priefl.) 


* 
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Crucifix; [¶ Mother Demdike riſes up, and boxes h; 
be ſtrikes ber with Beadr, and 22 with ber Staf 
and beats bim out.) Ob, oh, oh, the is a damn'd Pre 
teſtant, Heretick Vitch, daat is de Reaſon ſhe vill not f 
Ohl oh! oh! | Q "1 [Ex. Prie/ 


\ 


Ester Tom Shacklehead and Clod, in the Field. 


Tom. She. Byrr Lady *tis meety ſtrong Ale, Ay an 
well neegh drunken, and my Nephew will be ſtark wood 
his Hawks want their Pidgeons aw this Neeght, 

Clod. Why, what wouden yeow bee a Angee 2 Fleſh 
Ay ha getten the Bridle by'r Lady, Ayſt ma ſome Bod; 
carry me, and be my Titt too. . 

Tom. Sha. Thou' rt a ſtrange Fillee (Horſe I ſhould ſay) 
why didſt thou think thou waſt a Titt, When th Bridle 


* 


was onthee? 


F 


a Titt, a meer Titt. pgs 1; 

Tom. Sha. Liſten ! there's a Noiſe of a Woman inthe 
Air, it comes towards us. 

Cilod. Ay by th' Maſs, tis Witches! 

Witches above.] Here, this way, no that way, make 
haſte, follow the Dame, we ſhall be too late; tis time 
enough ; away, away, away. | 
Tom. Sha. Waundsand Fleſh, 'tis a Flock of Witches, 

_ by'r Lady, they come reeghtore Head; I'll let fly at em: 
hah! by th' Maſs I have maimed one, here's one has a 
Wing brocken at leaſt. . 
[He ſhoots; Mal Spencer ſhrieks, and falls down. 
.Clod., Mal Spencer by th' Maſs. 6 
I. Spen. 8 Ill be revenged on you; Dogs! 
Villains! you have broken my Arm. 
Cod. I was made a Horſe, a Titt by thee; by th' Maſls 
I't be revenged o thee. {He puts the Bridle upon ber. 


A Horſe, a Horſe, be thou to me, 
And carry me where-eer I flee. 
[He flies away. upon ber. 


Tom. Sha. Ods Fleſh, what's this! I conno believe 
my Senſes 1 I mun walk home alone; III 9 wr 


* 
% # 


Now 1do thee dee, I vill beat upondee vid my Beads an 


Clod. Ay marry, I know weel I am ſure, I wot ! was 


nine, 
ut till. 
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lee again, by'r Lady, and the Haggs come agen, I'ſt 
Lie other Shoot at em. [Ex. Tom. Shac. 
The Scene returns to Sir Edward's Houſe. 
Enter Bellfort and Doubty, | 

Bell. My dear Friend, I am ſo tranſported with Exceſs 
joy, it is become a Pain, I cannot bear it, . 
Doubt. Dear Bellfort ! I am in the ſame Caſe, but (if 
e Hope tranſport us ſo) what will Enjoyment do? 
Bell. My. Blood is chill, and ſhivers when I think one; 
Doubt. One Night with my Miſtreſs, would outweigh 
n Age of Slavery to come. | * 
Bell. Rather than be without a Nights Enjoyment of 
nine, I would be hang'd next Morning: I am impati- 
uttill they appear. | 5 | 

Doubt. They are Women of Honour, and will keep 
beit Yerds ; your Parſon's ready, and three or four of 
wr Servants for Witneſſes. | | 
Bell. He is ſo; 'twill be diſpatch'd in half a quarter of 
un Hour; all are retired to Bed. ; | 

Enter Lady Shacklehead. ' © 

Doubt. Go in! yonder's my Lady Mother-in-Law 
ming, I muſt contrive a Way to ſecure her; in! in! 

Bell. I go. . 
Doubt. Death ! that this old Fellow ſhould be aſleep 
_ y! ſhe comes now to diſcoyer what I know too well 
ready. | | 
La. Sha. He is there, I'll{wear! a punctual Gentleman, 
and a Perſon of much Honour, Sir, I am come, ac- 
cording to your Appointment Sir Jeffery is faſt. 
Doubt. Tis before I expected, Madam, I thought to 
tayeleft Bell ſort aſleep, who is a jealous Man, and be- 
licves there is an Intrigue betwixt your Ladyſhip and me. 
La. Sha. I vow: Hah, ha, ha, ha. Me! no, no; 
ba, ha, ha. | 
Doubt. Retire for a ſhort time; and when J have ſe- 
ared him, I'll waiton you; but let it be i'th* Dark. 

La. Sha. You ſpeak like a diſcreet and worthy Perſon ; 
remember this Room, there's no Body lies in it; I will 
ſtay there in the Dark for you. [Ex. Lady. 

Doubt. Your moſt humble Servant. Well, I will go 
tO the Ladies Chamber, as if I miſtook it for mine; and 
k them know this is the Time. H - Enter 
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Enter Tegue O Diyelly. 
Prieft. Dere is ſhometimes de pretty Venches do va 
herein the dark at Night; and by my Shalyaation if 
do catch one, I vill be after enjoy ing her Body: Andf 
and trot, I haye a great need too, it is a VenialSin, 3 


I do, not care. „ as © 
Doubt. Death! who is here? Stay Ladies here's t 
damn'd Prieſt in the Way. * . 
IE Enter Doubty with a Candle. 
Vb. Go you, we'll follow by and by in the dark. 
. [The Ladies retire ; Doubty goes to his Chambe 
EEE Enter Lady Shacklehead, 
La. Sha. I hear one trampling, he is come alread 
ſure; Beilſort is alleep; who is there? 
-. Prieſt. By my Shoul it is a Woman's Speech, tis! 
— are you? By my Fait I vill maak a Child uponh 
Bo . . * ü 
= Sha. Mr. Doubty, ww 4 
Prieſt. Ay, let me put a ſweet kiſh upon dy Ha 
Joy; and now I vill ſhalute dy Mout, and 1villembraa 
dy Body too, indeed. „ 18 4 
La. Sha. *Slife, I am miſtaken, this is the Ir iſh Prieſt 
his Underſtanding is ſure to betray him. 
Prieſt. Ipridee now Joy, be not niſhe, I vill maa 
ſome good Sport vid dee, indeed. [Lady 88 Han 
away, and flies.) Hoo now, phaare is dy Hand now 
[Enter Mother Dickenſon, and puts ber Hand into ti 
Prieſts.) Oh, here it is by my Shoul. Ivill uſe dee brave 
upon Occaſion; I vill tell you, pridee kith me upon m 
Faath now, it is a brave Kiſh indeed. [The Witch kiſe 
Sim.) By my'Shoul — art very handſome, I do Kno- 
it, dough 1 cannot ſhee dee. I pridee naw retire vic 
me; aboo, boo, by my Shoul dis is a Gaallant Occaſi 
on; come Joy. [' Ex. Prieſt and iich 
"I Ester Lady. | 1 3 
La. Sba, What's the Meaning of this ? He talked tc 
fome Women, and kiſſed her too, and has retired inte 


the Chamber I was in. 
Iſab. Exery thing is quiet, I hear no Noiſe. | 
2 ; +.1-4 Enter Iſab. and Theo 


4 1 


3 -. Theo. Nor 13 chis is che happy Time. 
La. Sha. This muſt be he! who's there? Theo 


bra, 


L 
Bod 


H 
I 
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Theo. 'Slife ! This is my Mother's Voice, retire ſoftly, 
I/ab. Oh Misfortune! What makes her here? we are 
go „ ndone if the diſcovers us. ho p 
ah, La. Sha. Whos there, I ſay? will you not anſwer ! 
as Fr: What can this mean? tis nota Wench 1 hope for Doubty, 
Sin, {od chen I care not. UIſab. and Theo. retire. 
a | Enter Prieſt and Witch. © IJ 
_—__ |. impatient till he comes; ha! who have we here? 
lam ſure this is not he, he does not come that Way. 
| Prieſt. By my Shoul Joy, don art a Gaallant Peece 
* of Fleſh, a braave Bedfollow, phoo art dou > 
Journ . Dick. One that loves you dearly. ä 
none prieſt. Phaat vill 1 do to ſhee dy Faaſh 1 wonder? 
alreadl Ob, here's a Light approaching unto us. 
La. Sha. Who's this with a Light? I muſt fl). 
K Enter Suſan with a Candle. [Ex. Ea. Shac. 
aon Prieſt. Now I vill ſhee dy Fan. 
1 Syſan. O Sir! are you there? I am 
Smerk with this Caudle, poor Man. 2 
Prieſt. O phaat have I done? Oh, de Vitch ! de Vitch! 
[The Witch finks, ſhe lets fall the Caudle and Candle, 


* 


going to Mr. 


ly Ha 
nbraa 


Prieſt 


and runs away ſhrieking.”” © 
Suſan. Oh, the Witch ! the Witch ! f 

Prieſt. By my Shoul I have had Communication and 

Copulaation too vid a Succubus; Oh! phaar vill I do! vat 

vill l do! by my Fair and Trot, I did thought ſhe had been a 

btaave and gallaant Lady, and bee, oh! oh! oh! 
Enter Lady Shacklehead. Ex. Priefl- 
La. Sha. What shriek was that? hah, hah, here's no- 


* 


11 maa 
V4 Han 
d now 
nto th 


a Body ! ſure all's clear now. 
b kiſe | Enter Iſabella and Theoſia. 
8 Iſab. J heard a Shriek, this is the Time to venture 


they are frighted ont of the Gallery, and all's clear now. 
Theo, Let's venture; we ſhall have People ſtirring ve- 
ry early this Morning to prepare for the Wedding elſe. 
Iſab. and Theo. creep ſoftly into Bellfort 

and Doubty's Chamber. | 

La. Sha. Hah! Who's chat? I am terribly afraid: 
Heaven! What's this? the Chamber Door open'd, and 
I ſaw a Woman or two go in, I am enraged; I'll di- 
Theo ſturb 'em. | . 


tire vic 
Occaſi 
Witch 


Iked tc 


ed inte 
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Iſabella, Theodoſia, Bellfort, Doubty -disguis'd ; pa 
ſon and Servants, in the Cbanber. 

Iſab. You ſee we are Women of Words, and Women 

Courage too, that dare venture upon this dreadful Buſine 

Bell. Welcome, more Welcome than all the Tre: 


ſures of the Sea and Land. 


Doubt. More welcome than a Thouſand Angels. _ 
Theo. Death ! we are undone, one knocks, Bell 
Bell. Curſeon'em, keep the Door faſt, [ La. Shac knock e 7 
La. Sha. Gentlemen, open the Door tor Heaven's (ak D 1 
quickly | "30 1 3 1 
Vab. Open it, we are ruined elſe; we'll into the Bed 7 
you know what you have to do, [They cover themſelves be 
Enter Lady Shacklehead. Fo Ladic 

La. Sha. Gentlemen, the Houſe is allarm'd with Witches ng 

1 ſaw two come to this Chamber, and come to give yo Di 
Notice. in 


Bell. Here are none but whom you ſee. 
Doubt. They come inviſibly then; for we had our 
Eyes on the Door. . | | 

La. Sha. Are they not about the Bed ſome where ? L 
Let's ſearch. 


Bell. There are no Witches there, I can aſſute you. L 
La. Sha, Look a little, I warrant you. ] 
| [Sir Jeffery knocks without. ber 
Sir Feff. Open the Door quickly, quickly, the Witches for 
are there. | 
La. Sha. Oh! my Husband! I am ruin'd if he fees WM ®! 
me here. 5 
Doubt. Put out the Candles, lie down before the Door. he 
He enters, and ſtumbles upon the Servant. y 
Sir Jeff. Ob! oh! I havebroken my Knees, this is the 
Witches doing; I have loſt my Wife too: Lights! Lights 


there! 
La. Sha. I'll not ſtay here. [She creeps out ſoftly, 
Iſab. Here's no ſtaying fcr us here. 
Theo. nice, go by the Wall. [They fteal on. | 
Sir Jeff. For Heav'ns ſake, let's into the Gallery, and 

call for Lights! | 
Bell. A Curſe on this Fellow, and all ill Luck. 


Doubt. Hell take him; the Ladies are gone too. 
aa * e Ladi 8 0 
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Enter Bellfort and Doubty. 
Bell, "HAT unfortunate Diſappointments have we 
FCS: 2 3 
Doubt. All ill Luck has conſpired againſt us this Night. 
Bell. We have been near being diſcover'd, which would 
have ruin'd us. | ME ares EZ 
Doubt.. And we have but this Night todo our Buſineſs: 
in; if we diſpaech not this Affair now, all will come 
dut to Morrow. "IE of? DOT 
Bell. I tremble to think on't; ſure the Surprize the- 
Ladies were in before, has frighted em from attempt-- 
ing again. 3 
Doubt. I rather think that they have met with People 
in the Gallery, that have prevented 'em. 3 
Bell. Now I reflect, I am apt to think ſo too; for: 
they ſeem to be very hearty in this Matter. Once more 
go to their Chamber. | 
Doubt.. Go you then into ours. [Bell. goes in. 
| Enter Lady Shacklehead. 3 
La. Sha. Hold! Mr. Doubty. | 
Doubt, Afide.) A Curſe on all damn'd Luck; is ſhe: 
here? Sweet Madam, Is it you? I have been watching: 
tor Be/lfort's ſleeping ever ſince. 3 
La. Sha. I ventur'd hard, ſince Sir Jeffery miſs'd me 
out of Bed; I had much ado to faſten an Excuſe upon him. 
Doubt, J am ſo afraid of Be/lfort's coming, Madam, 
he was here but even now: The Hazard of your Honour: 
puts me in an Agony. | ONS 
La. Sha, O, dear Sir, put out the Candle, and he cam: 
never diſcover any thing; beſides, we will retire into yon. 
Room. 5 [She puts out the Candle. 
Doubt. Death! What ſhall Ido now? 185 
La. Sha. And ſince it is dark, and you cannot ſee my: 
Bluſhes, I muſt tell you, you are a very ill Gueſſer, for 
I my ſelf was the Perſon I deſcrib d. ; 
Doubt. Oh, Madam! you Rally me, I will ney 
believe it while 1 live; it is impoſſible!* CO: 
La. Sha, LII ſwear. tis 20 Let us withdraw: into» 
ag 1 1 | PRES 
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that Room, or we ſhall be diſcover d. Oh Heaven! 
am undone ! my Husband with a Light! run into yo 
Chamber. | 
Doubt. Afide.)'Tis a happy Deliverance. Ex. Doub 
La. Sha. I'll cottnterfeir Walking in my Sleep. 


Enter Sir Jeffery with a Light. Th 
Sir Jeff. Where is this Wife of mine? She told me 
fell faſt aſleep in the Cloſer at her Prayers, when I mi 
her before; and I found her there at my coming backt Sy 
my Chamber: But now ſhe is not there, I am ſurf $1 
Ha! here ſhe is. Ha! What is the blind? She take 80 | 
no Notice of me; how gingerly the treads. | BY 
La. Sha. Oh! ſtand off! Who's that would kill mii and 
dear Sir Jeffery ? Stand off! 1 ſay. | S 
= Jeff. Oh Lord! kill me! where? ha! here's ne = 
Body. 

. Oh! the Witch! the Witch! ob, ſhe pulls do. 
the Cloaths off me! Hold me Sir Jeffery ! hold me! ly | 
8 Sir Jeff. On my Conſcience and Soul, the walks in her , 

eep. 0 

* Sha. Oh! allthe Cloaths are off, cover me! oh, I 3 
am ſo cold. | lik 

Sir Jeff. Good lack-a-Day, is it ſo! my Dear! my an 
Lady! H 


La. Sha. Hah, ha! [Sbe opens ber Eyes and ſhrieks. th 
Sir Jeff. Wake, I ſay, wake. | 
La. Sha. Ab! | 
Sir Jeff. Tis I, my Dear, 5 
La. Sha. Oh Heaven! Sir Jeffery! Where am [? 
Sir Jeff. Here in the Gallery. 
La. Sha. Oh! how came I 5 ? 
Sir Jeff. Why, thou did'ſt walk in thy Sleep; good 
lack-a day, I never ſaw the like! ESA 
La. Sha. In my Sleep, ſay you? Oh Heav'n! I have 
catch'd my Death. Let's to Bed, and tell me the Story there. 
Sir Jeff. Come on. Ha, ha, ha; this is ſuch a Jeſt, | 
walk in your Sleep! Gods-niggs, I ſhall ſo laugh at this 
inthe Morning, 
La. Sha. Aſide.] This is a happy Come-off. 
. Enter Iſabella and Theodoſia. 
| 2 If we do not get into this Chamber ſuddenly, we are 
undone: They are up in the Offices already. Theo. 
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Theo. Never have Adventurers been ſo often diſappointed 
in ſo ſhort a Time. dy 


Iſab. There's no Body inthe Gallery now, we may go. 
Theo. Haſt then, and ler us fly thirher. | 
828 : Ah! what's this? a 
TTuft as they are entering, Chaplain and Suſan 
| enter wi:h a Candle. | | 
Suſan. Oh ! the Witches ! the Witches! | 
Smerk, Oh Mercy upon us! Where is this Candle ? 
So let me tell you, *rwas no Witch; they were the two 
young Ladies, that frighted my dear beauteous Love fo ; 
and I'll acquaint their Parents with it, I'll aſſure you. 
Suſan. This is ſtrange! what could they have to do at 
this time o'th' Night? ER 3 
Smerk, I know not. But I well know what Ihaye to 
do. I am inflam'd beyond all Meaſure, with thy heayen- 
ly Beauty. | 
Suſan. Alas! my Beauty is but moderate ; yet none 
of the worſt, J muſt needs lay. © | 
Smerk,”Tis Blaſphemy to ſay ſo ; your Eyes are bright 
like two Twin-Stars ; your Face is an Ocean of Beauty; 
and your Noſe a Rock ariſing from it, on which my 
Heart did ſplit : Nothing but Ruby and Pearl is about 
thee ; I muſt blazon thee by Jewels; thy Beauty is, of a 
Noble Rank. . 3 
Suſan. Good lack, what fine Language is this! well, 
tis a rare thing to be a Scholar. 
Smerk, Tis a Miracle | ſhould not think her hand- 
ſome before this Day; ſhe is an m_ Iſabella is a 
Dowdy to her. You have an unexhauſted Mine of Beau- 
ty. Dear Mrs. Suſan, caſt thy Smiles upon me, and let 
melabour inthy Quarry : Love makes me Eloquent and 
Allegorical. | 
Suſan, Sweet Sir, you oblige me very much by your * 
fine Language; but I vow I underſtand it not: yer me- 
thinks it goes very prettily. | „ 
Smerk. I will unfold my Heart unto thee; let me, ap- 
proach thy Lip. Oh fragrant ! fragrant ! Arabia Felix 
1s upon this Lip. | 
re Suſan, Ha! upon my Lipz what's that? 1 
; 5 - (ny 


\ 
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hing, I have no Pimple, nor any thi | ; Ti 
thing, I have no Pimple, nor any thing upon my Lip 5 
Smerk. Sweet Innocence Iwill be plain Lam in- T 
flam'd within, and would enjoy thy levels Body in 1 1 
F | 5 B 
& Suſan. How Sir! do you pretend to be a Divine, and! P 
would commit this Sin? know, I will preſerye my Ho- 
nour and my Conſcience. | | B 
Smerk. Conſcience ! why fo you ſhall, as long as our Dil 
Minds are united. The Caſuiſts will tell you, it is a hav 
Marriage in foro Conſcientie; and beſides, the Church W. 
of Rome allows Fornication: And truly it is much pra- ] 
ctis'd in our Church too. Let us retire, come, come. 5 
.. Suſan.Stand oft! I defy you: your Caſuiſts are Knaves, 
and you are a Papiſt; you are a foul voluptuous Swine, 
nd I will never ſmile on you more. Farewel ! | 
 Smerk. Hold, hold, dear, beauteous Creature, I am. de 
at thy Mercy: Muſt l marry then? Speak! Prithee ſpare: in 
me that, and 1'll do any thing. ha 
" Suſan. Stand off! I ſcorn thy Love; thou art a pite- de 
ous Fellow. it, 
_ Smerk, Dear Mrs. Suſan heat me; let us but do the Sl 
Thing, and then 1'll marry. thee. d 
_ Suſan. Ill fee thee hang'd e'er I'll truſt thee, or cer a. al 
Whoremaſter of you all. No, I have been. ſerv'd that 
Trick too often already, I thank you. [Afide. 
; Smerk. Muſt I then many? | | 
Enter Iſab. and Theo. diſguis d, with Vizors like Witches. n 
Iſab. Yonder's the Chaplain and Suſan ; but this Dil.. d 
guiſe will fright em. 6 | d 


Theo, Let's on, we muſt venture. 

. Suſan. Oh! the Witches! the Witches! 
Smerk. Oh! fly, fly. Ex. Suſan and.Chaplaine. . 
=; Enter Bellfort and Doubty. | 
Bell. What Shriek was that? | * 

Doubt. We have been ſeveral times allarm'd with theſe 
—_— ” he Fi 

Bell. Here's nothing but Madneſs and Confuſion in. 
this Family. | 3 | 

-  Iſab. Heav'n! who are theſe whiſpering? 13 

Doubt. Who's this Lhaye hold on? Heay'n grant it be 
porwy Ladyt Theo. 


N 
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Theo. Tis I, tis Tbeodoſia. 


Doubt. "Tis lucky ----- where is your fair Companion? 
W Heres” >; | 
Doubt. And here's my Friend ; 


Bell. A thouſand Bleſſings on you. 
Prieſt. Phoo are deſe ? 
Ly Enter Prieſt with a Candle, : 
Bell. Heav'n! what's this? the damn'd Prieſt. Theſe 
Diſguiſes will ſerve our Turn yet: Oh, Sir! we are 
haunted with Witches here; run in quickly for ſome Holy- 
Water. | | = 
Prieſt. I vill, I vill, let me alone. [Ex. Prieſt. 
Bell. Now in! in quickly! PR l 
| | [Ex. Bell. Doubt. Iſab. and Theo, 
Enter Prieſt with Holy-Water. | 
Prieſt. Phaar is deſe Vitches 2? phaar are dey? hab! 
dey are Waniſht for fear of me, I vill put diſh down 
in diſh Plaaſh for my Defence; what vill I do now? I 
have maad Fornicaation vid diſh Vitch or Succubus in- 
deed ; when 1 do go home, I vill be after being abſoly'd for 
it, anddenIvillbeas Innocent as de Child unborn, by my 
Shoul, I have hang'd my ſelf all round vid Reliques, in- 


deed, and de Spirits and de Vitches cannot hurt me, fait 
and trot. | 


Enter Mother Dickenſon. 
AM. Dick. My dear, I come to viſit thee again. 
Prieſt. Phaat is here! de Vitch agen does come to haunt 
me, Benedicite- out upon dee dou damn'd Vitch, vat 


doſht dou come upon me for? I defy dee, a plaague taak 
dee iudeed. 


M. Dic. I am no Witch, I am a poor innocent Wo- 


man, and a Tenant of Sir Edward's, and one that loves 
you dearly. . | 
Prieſt. Dou plaagy Vitch, let me comeunto my Holy- 
Vaater, and I vill pay dee off indeed; hoh! by my Shal- 
vaation 'tis all flown away---- Oh dou damn'd Vitch! [ 
vill hang dee indeed. 
M. Dick. Prithee be kinder, my Dear, and kiſs me. 
Prieſt. Out, out, kiſs dee a plaague taak de, Joy; 


ſtand off upon me ! by my Shalvaation, I vill kiſs de 


Dog's Arſe, ſhaving dy Preſence, before I vill be after 
biking dec. * ; '  M. Dicks 


— 


4 
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. Dick. Be not fo unkind to thy own Dear. Thou 
Adidſt promiſe me Marriage, thou knoweſt, and J come 
to claim thee for my Husband. „„ 
Prieſt. Aboo, boo, boo, Marriage! Vat vill I mar- 
ry vid a Vitch? By my Shoul----Conquro te; fuge, fuge. 
. Dice. Do not think to put me off with your Latin; 
for, do you hear, Sir, you promiſed me Marriage, and 
I will have you. 
Prieſt. Oh, phaat vill I do! phaat vill I do 
. Dick. This Morning I will marry you; I'llſtay no 
longer, you are mine. 

Prieft. By my Shoul, Joy, I vill tell you, I am a 
| Romiſh Prieſt, and I cannot marry; what would you 
have now? 8 
. Dick, You ſhall turn Proteſtant then, for I will 
' have you. | 37 

Prieſt. By St. Paatrick, phaat does ſhe ſhay ? Oh 

damn'd Proteſtant Vitch ! I villſpeak ſhivilly ; Madam, 

I vill tell dee now, if dou vill repair unto dine own Houle, 
| - by my Shalvaation I vill come unto dee to Morrow, and 

I vill give dee Satisfaction, indeed. [ Aſide. As ſoon as 
| thee does get Home, fait and trot J vill bring de Conſt a- 
dle and hang her, indeed. TP 1 nh 
M. Dick. T1! not be put off; I'll have you now. 

. [She lays hold on bim. 
| | Prieſt. By my Shoul I vill not go, I vill hang de for 
| 


a Vitch ; and now I will apprehend dee upon daat. Help! 
help! Enter Tom. Shac. and Clod. 
I have taaken a Vitch indeed: Help! help! 

M. Dick. 1 am your Wife. 00 

Prieſt. Help! help! I have taken a Vitch. 
| Tom. Sha. Ha! what's hete 2 one of the Witches by 
' th' Maſs. 
| Prieſt. Ay, by my Shoul, Joy, I have taaken her. 
. Tom. Sha. Nay, by'r Lady, whoo has taken yeow by 
 yeowr Leave. | 
Cod. We han taken a Witch too; lay hawd on her. 
M. Dick. Deber! Deber ! little Martin! little Mar- 
tin! where art thou, little Maſter 2 where art thou, lit- 

tle Maſter ? | : | 
** Prieſt. Doſt dou mutter? By my Shoul I vill bang de, 
L Joy I plaague taak dee, indeed. M. Dick. 


Thou 
Ome 


nar- 
ige. 
tin 3 
and 


little Maſter ! have you left me all, 


Cat 


* 
» 
. 
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M. Dick. Thou art a Popiſh Prieſt, and I will hang 
thee. | £53 : I "2 191 
Prieſt, Tam innocent as the Child unborn ; I vill tax x ? 
de Oades, and bee----- 33 
M. Dick. Marmot! Mamillion ! Rouncy ! Pukling? 


Clog. We han got another Witch, who's ſtrongly -, 
guarded and watched 1th' Stabo. 5 

Tom. Sha. Come, let's hale her thither: We cou'd noc 
get into the Hawſe till naw, we came Whoam ſo late 
at Neeght. | | 

Prieſt. Come, let us taak de Vicch away: J vill hang 
dee, Joy----- a plaague taak de, fait. | 

M. Dick. Am I o ertaken then? I am innocent! 1 
am innocent; 

Tom. Sha. Let us carry her thither, come along. 

Prieſt. Pull her away —we vill be after hanging you, 
Fait and Trot. | Exit. 

Enter Sir Timothy and Servant, with a Candle, 

Sir Tim. I could not reſt to Night, for Joy of being mar- 
ried to Day. Tis a privy Rogue ſhe's 1 croſs 
----but1 warrant ſhe will love me, when ſhe has try d me 
ee, | | 

Serv. Why ſhould you riſe ſo ſoon? Tis not Day yet. 

Sir Tim. 'Tis no Matter; Icannot ſleep Man, I am to 
be married, Sirrah. ,;\, 

Serv. Ay, and therefore you (ſhould have ſlept now; 
that you might watch the better at Night: For 'twill be 
uncivil to ſleep much upon your Wedding Night. 

Sir Tim. Uncivil! ay, that it will very uncivil! I 
wont ſleep a wink. Call my new Brother-in-Law. Ob, 
here he is; he can't ſleep neither. ; . 

Enter Hartford, and his Man with a Candle. 

Yo. Har. Set downthe Candle; and go bid the Groom | 
get the Horſes ready, I muſt away to the Powts. | 

Sir Tim. Oh Brother, good Morrow to you; what a 
Devil's this! what, booted! are you taking a Jour- 
ney upon your Wedding-Day. 411: #4; vs | 

Yo. Har. No, but I will not loſe my Hawking this 
Morning; I will come back time enough to be married 
Brother, 11 | 3 


= 
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= Sit Tim. Well, Breeding's a fine Thing this is a 
ſtrange ill-bred Fellow! What, Hawk upon your Wed- 
1 Ging-Day 1 L have other Game to fly at---- Oh! how 1 
23 lon for Night----why my Siſter will think you care nor 
for her. | | 
To. Har. Aſide.] No more don't very much; a 
Pox on Marrying, I love a Hawk, and a Dog, and a 
Horſe, bettet than all the Women in the World. Frs bim. 
Why Lcan Hawk and Marry too: She ſhall ſee I love her: 
For Iwill leave off Hawking before Ten a Clock. 
1 Enter Servant. | | 

Serv. Sir, I cannot come to the Horſes, for the Peo- 
ple have taken a brace of Witches, and they are in the 
Stable, under a ſtrong Guard, that will let no Body come 
at em. | 

Yo. Har. UdsFleſh, I ſhall have my Horſes bewitch'd, 
and looſe o Pounds worthof Horſe Fleſh..- 

Sir Tim. No, no, they can do no hurt ---- when they 
are taken the Devil leaves'em --- Let's go ſee em. 

Yo. Har. What ſhall we do? 


[Their Men taking up the Candles, two 
1 8 | Spirits fly away with em. | 
Sir Tim. Let us ſtand up cloſe againſt the Wall. 
Yo. Har. Liſten! hereare the Witches ; what will be- 
come of us? | 
Enter Iſabella, Theodoſia, Bellfort and Doubty. 
Bell. A Thouſand Bleſſings light on thee, my dear prit- 
ty Witch, p | 
Sir Tim. O Lord! there's the Devil too Courting of a 
| Witch, 
Doubt. This is the firſt Night I ever liv'd, thou dear- 
eſt, ſweeteſt Creature. 
Vo. Har. Oh, ſweet quotha! that's more than I can 
ſay for my ſelf at this Time. 
Iſab. We will go and be decently prepared for the Wed- 
ding that's expected, 
© Theo. Not a Word of Diſcovery till the laſt; creep by 
-the Wall. Hah! who's here? c 
Iſab. Where! | | | A 
Jo. Har. Oh, good Devil, don't hurt us, we are your a 
humble Servants. | 


Bell. In, in quickly Ex. Bell. and Doubt. Sir 


Sir Tim, Lights! Lights! Help! Help! Murder! Mur- 
ri Oh, good Devil don't hurt me, I am a Whore- 
laſter. 


Yo. Har. And I am a Drunkard; help ! help! Murder, 


not ; 
- a Wl Enter Tom Shacklchead with a Candle, and Tegue 
d a | O Devilly. Per 


Tom. Sha. What's the Matter? ¶ Thunder ſofily bere. 
Prieſt. Phaat is de Matter, Joy? _ . 

Sir Tim. O, Nuncle! here have been Devils and Witches: 
ey are lown away with our Candles, and put us in fear 
our Lives. ; [Thunder and Lightning. 
| Tom Sha. Here's a great Storm a riſing-— What can 
x the Matter! the Haggs are at Wark, by'c Lady; 
nd they come to me by th Maſs, I ha gotten my brawd 
ward: Ayſt mow em down, ged Faith will I. 

Prieft. Be not afraid, I vill taak caare, and I vill con- 
are down this Tempeſt, fait an bee. ([Thunders. 
Tom Sha, Fleſh! that Thunder-Clap ſhook the Hawſe, 
Candle burns blue too. , 
Sir Tim. Death, it goes out, what will become of us? 
Tom. Sha. An the Witches come, by'r Lady ayſt mow 
em down with my brawd Sward I warrant o ---- I haye 

hot one Witch flying to Neeght already. | 
Enter M. Hargrave, AM. Madge, and two Witches more; 
they mew, and ſpit like Cats, and fly at em, and 


vo 


it- ſcratch em. ' | 
Yo. Har. What's this! we are ſet upon by Cats. 
a Sir Tim. They are Witches inthe ſhape of Cats, what 
ſhall we do? 5 | | 
r- Prieſt. Phaat vill I do? Cat, Cat, Cat; oh! ob! 
Conjuro vos; fugite, fugite, Cacodemones; Cats, Cats. 
n [They ſcratch all their Faces, till the Blood 


runs about 'em. 3 

1 Tom S ba. Haye at ye all. [He cuts at them.] I ha 
maul'd ſome of em by th* Maſs ; they are fled, but I am 

y plaguily ſcratcht. [The Witches ſprieł and run away. 
Prieſt. Dey were afraid of my Charms, and de Sign 

of de Croſs did maak dem fly ---- bur dey have ſcratcht 
Ty a great deal upon my Faaſh, for all daat. 5 
Yo. Har. Mine is all of a gore Blood. 
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| A \Fimotby Ayſt do no more lo, 


Sir Jef. Heay'n ! What a Storm is this? the. Witches 


” 


. 


: Sir Tim. And mine too ---- that theſe damn'd Wi N 
ſhould dis figure my Countenance upon my Wedding. 4a f 
Yo. Har. O Lord! what a Tempeſt's this ? [Thunger, 
Enter Sir Jeffery with a Light. 


and all their Imps are at work. W ho atetheſe? Hah - 


your Faces are all bloody. MER | ta 
Sir Nm. We have been frighted out of our Wits; we Y 
have been aſſaulted by Witches in the ſhape of Cats, aud no v 
- they have ſcratch'd us moſt rue fully. 2 Si 
| Prieſt. But I did fright dem away, by my Shoul. wak 
Sir Jef. Why you ate as mach mayl'd as any one; 
nay; they are at work----. Faeyer remembered ſuch | 
Thunder and Lightening ; bid em ring out all the Bells S 
at che Church. | WAN tr orgies laid 
Prieſt. I vill baptize all your Bells for you, Joy, and I bop 
then they will ſtop the Tempeſt indeed, and not before, Wl Dar 
I tell you; oh, baptized Bells are braave Things, fait. mo 
Tom Sha. Fleſh | chriſten Bells? nati 
Sir Tim. Yes, I believe the great Bell at Oxford was W cep! 
chriſten d Tom. | 2h * put 
| Vo. Her. And that at Lincoln has a Chriſtian Name too. 1] 
Prieſt. I tell de Joy, I vill carry de Hofht and ſnome * 
Reliques abroad, and we vill get a black Chicken, and py 
maak one of de Vitches throw it into de Air, and it vill ag. 
maak ſtop upon de Tempeſt. not 


Sir Jeff. Why all the Authors ſay, ſacrificing a black 
Chicken ſo, will raiſe a Tempeſt. | 

Tom. Sha. What's here, a Haund! Uds Fleſh, you ſee 
I have cut off a Haund of one of the Hagys. T: 

Sir Jeff. Let's ſec, this is a lucky Evidence; keep it 
and ſee what Witch it will fit, and tis enough to hang her. 

Prieſt. The Storm begins to ſtay; I did thay ſhome 
Aves, and part of de Goſpel of St. Jobn, and in fine, fu- 
git Tempeſtes, and it does go away upon it indeed. 

Tom Sha. We may trace her by her Blood. 

Sir Tim. But hark you, what's the Reaſon my Hawks 
wanted their Pidgeons? Uds bud, I ſhall remember you 
for it; — hve like a Lubber here, and do no- 
thing. 64 1 J | 
Tow. Sha. Peace, I was drunken; Peace, good — 

ö l 


9 natur'd, and he loves her, and his Eſtate's | 
Wl ception----Go call my Son to me, bid him riſe, tis Day, 
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Ester Servant. | , 


a - 
* 


Serv. Sir, the Conſtable and the reſt of us actin 


the whole Flock of Witches: but they fell upon us like 
Cats firſt ; but we have beaten em into Witches, and 
now we have em faſt. 


Sir Jeff. So, now their Power's gone when they are 


taken, let's go ſee em. 21 
Vo. Har. I'll waſh my Face, and away a Hawking, 
now the Storm's over, tis broad Day. _- 4: 45268 
Sir Tim. I will call up Sir Edward's Muſick, and 
wake the two Brides with a Serenade this Morning. 
Enter Sir Edward and bis Man with a Light. © 
Sir E4w. It has been a dreadful Storm, __ ſtrangely 
laid o'rh' ſudden; this is a joy ful Day to me: Iam now in 
hopes to ſtrengthen and preſerve-my Family----My poor 
Daughter has the worſt on't, but ſhe is diſcreet, and will 
mould Sir Timothy to what ſhe pleaſes ; ſhe is good- 
Ex- 


OY 


put out the Candle now. _  [Ex. Servant. 
This Son, I out of Duty muſt provide for; for there's 
a Duty from a Father, to make what he begets as hap- 
py as he can; and yet this Fool makes me as unhappy 
as he can; but that I call Philoſophy to my Aid, I could 
not bear him. nd 5 
Enter Young Hartford and Servant. | 
How now, your Face ſcratch'd! what were you drunk 
laſt Night, and have been at Cuffs? 1 "3 
Yo. Har. No, Sir Timothy, I, and Tegue O Divelly, 
and Tom Shacklebead were aſſaulted by Witches in the 
Shape of Cats; and Tom Shacklehead has cur off one of 
the Cat's Hands; and all the Witches are taken, and are 
in the Stable under a ſtrong Guard. ; | 
Sir Edu. What foolith, wild Story is this? you have 
been drunk in Ale, that makes ſuch Foggy Dreams. 
Yo. Har. 'Sbud, Sir, the Story is true, you'l}find-ir fo. 
Sir Edw. Now now! what makes you booted on your. 
Wedding-day ? : 2 
Yo. Har. Why, lam going a Hawking this Mon- 
* 4 1 
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ing; and I'll come home time enough to be marry'd, 
Sir Edw. Thou moſt incortigible Als, whom no Pre- 


cept or Example-can teach common Senſe to; that would 
have made thee full of Joy at thy approaching Happi- as 


neſs ; it would have fill'd thy Mind, there could have 
been no room for any other Obje& ; to have a good E- pa 
ſtate ſettled upon thee, and to be marry'd to-a Woman a 
of that Beauty, and that Mit and Wiſdom, 1 have not a 
known her equal, would have tranſported any one but 1 
ſuch a Clod of Earth as thou art, thou art an Excrement tha 
broken from me, not my Son. Rn 
Yo. Har. Why Sir, I am tranſported ; but can't one art 
be tranſported with Hawking too? 1 love it, as 1 love wh 
my Life; would you have a Gentleman neglect his 0 
Sports? ba 
Sir Edw. None but the vileſt Men will make thei ; 
Sports their Buſineſs; their Books, their Friends, their : 
Kindred, and their Country ſhould concern em: such Ch 
Drones ſerve not the Ends of their Creation, and ſhould F 
be lopt off from the reſt of Men. = 
Yo. Her. A Man had better die than leave his Sports li 
tell me of Books? I think there's nothing in em for m _ 
Part; and for Muſick, I had as live fit in the Stocks, as 2 
hear your fine Songs; I love a Bagpipe well enough e 
bur there's no Muſick like a deep-mouth'd Hound. m, 
Sir Ew. Thou moſt exceſſive Blockhead, thou art . 
nough to imbitter all my Sweets; thou art a Wen be- 


longing to me, and I ſhall do well to cut thee off; but 
do you hear Fool, go and dreſs your ſelf, and wait up- 
on your Bride, or by Heav'n I'll dilinherir you. This is 
the Critical Day, on which your Happineſs or _— 1 
depends; think on that. [Ex. Sir Edward. 

Yo. Har. Was ever ſo deviliſh a Father, to make one 
neglect one's Sport, becauſe he's no Sportſman himſelf ; WM Pat 
2 Pox on marrying, could not I Hawk and Marry too , Sta 
well, 'm reſolv'd I'll ſteal our after I'm marry'd. , 

Enter Sir Timothy and Muſick, cf 
Sir Tim. Come on. Place your ſelves juſt by her Cham- 8 
ber, and play. and ſing that Song l love ſo well. [Song. | 


VMA dear, my ſweet, and moſt delicious Bride; awake, bu 
4 and ſee thine own Dear waiting at the Door; ſurely ſhe can- - 
not ſleep for thinking of me, poor Rogue. Lab. 47 


* 


1 ought twas ſome impertinent Coxcomb: or other ; 


doſt thou hear, carry away that ſcurvy Face from me, 
1d as ſoon as poſſibly thou can'ſt. 7 27655 
1 Sir Tim. Well, you have a pleaſant Way with you, 
2 you'll never leave your pretty Humours, 1 ſee that. 
5 I/ab. Hah! thou. bak been ſcratching with Wenches, 
En was notthy Face ugly enough, but chou muſt disfigure it 


more than Nature has done ? One would have thought 
that had don't enough. f 


Sir Tim. Faith you are a pretty Wag, thou lt never 


who in the ſhape of Cats, had like to have kill'd us: 
_ 3 my Uncle, and the Iriſh Man, are all as 
ad as I. | | 
Iſab. Prithee begon, and mend thy Face, | cannot bear it. 
Sir Tim. Ay, ay; it's no matter, I'll come into thy 
Chamber, I muſt be familiar with you———— 
is. And | will be very free wich you; you are a nau-- 


ried? No, I'll domineet now begon! [Ex. Iſab. 
Sir Tim, Nay, Faith; I'll not leave you ſo, you little 


croſs Rogue you; open the Door there; let me in, let me- 
in, I ſay. l heodoſia comes out in @ Witch's: 
rt e Habit and @Vizor. - F 


\ be Fins v4 Who's that? thou art my Love, come into my: 
rms. | i 
Sir Tim. Oh the Witch ! the Witch! help! help ® 

: [He runs out; Theodoſia retires. 
Enter Sir Jeffery, Lady, Tegue O Devilly, Tom. 

Shacklebead, Clod, and Sir Jeffery's Clerk, _ 

Sir Jeff. So, now thou att come, my Dear, I'll dif-- 

patch the Witches,. they are all taken and guarded in the: 

Stable. Clog, bid em bring em all hither. 


before us, we will org hteem. | 
Sir Feff. 1 would do nothing without thee, my Dear. 
Prieſt. Here Lady, taak ſome one conjur'd. Shalt and 
put upon dee and Palme, and ſhome Holy-wax.daat E 


"The: Lancaſhire Witches rr 
Iſab. Above] Who's this diſturbs. my Reſt ! is it thou 


leave thy Roguery ; Wenches, why] twas one by Witches, <A | i 


ſeous Fool, and you ſhall never come into my Chamber. 
life, would you begin your Reign before you are mar- | 


La. Sha. That's orien they caught 2: let em come: 


did bring for diſh Occaſion, and de Vitches. vill not hurt: 4 4 
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ier The Lancaſhire Witches. 
„ee. 1 did give dy Husband ſhome before, Joy; bu 
I vill ſpeak a Word * vou all; let eve . bo ſpit 
three times upon deir Boſhomes, and crofs demſelves, it 
is brave upon dis Occafion. - | 
Sir Jeff, It ſhall be done. fThey ell do it. 
* Prieſf. Daat is very well now: Let no Vitch 
touch no Parr about you, and tet em come vid deir Ar- 
hes before deir Faathes, phen dey come to Confeſſion 
er Examination. We have Eye-biting Vitches in Eer- 
Aland, daat kill vid deir Countenance. | 
Sir Jeff. This is a very learned and wiſe Man. 
La. Sha. He is a great Man indeed, we are nothing 
to him. 5 | 
Prieſt. You vill ſhee now, now I vill ſpeak unto dem 
Kere dey come; 1 thay bring deir Arſhes before dei 
Faaſhes. [l bey enter with the Witches 
Tom Sba. Bring em backward, thus. | 
* Sir Je You Clod, and you Tom Sacklehead, have 
= {worn ſufficiently againſt the Witch Spencer, and ſo ha 
chat Country Fellow. 
| M. Spen. I am an innocent Women, and they have 
broken my Arm with a Shot; Rogues! Villains! Murg 
rr . 
- Prieſt. Dey are angry, daat is a certain Sign of al 
Vitch —— e — daat is another Shigne; oo 
0 em dey do not put Spittle upon deir Faaſhes to maa 
believe daat dey do weep. Yet Bodin doth ſhay, daat 
2 Vitch can cry three Drops vid her right Eye, Itellyou 
Sir Jeff. Have you ſearch d em all, as 1 bid you, Mo 
man > | 
Woman. Tes, amt pleaſe your Worſhip, and they have 
all great Biggs and Teats in many Parts, except Mothenllif 
- Madge, and hers are but ſmall ones. | | 
Ia. Sha. Iriscnougb; make their Mittimus, and fenc 
em all to Goal. | 
| s I am: innocent! innocent! 
Nicbes. 4 Save my Eife ; 1 àm no- Witch. 
| : am innocent, ſave my Life. | 
L  — Prieft. ven dey do ſhay dey are innocent, and deſire 
» ſhave deir Lives, tis a ſhertain Shigne of a Vitch, fait 
duet. enen 
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54 been ſuckt dry ever ſince, 
H. Demd. She lies, ſhe lies, I am innocent. 


her to a Hair. 4 
Sir Jeff. Tis enough, tis enough. 

H. Harg. Muſt Ide h 

off? I am innocent! I am innocent: 

Conſt. Did not you fay to my Wife, you would be 


her Farrow laſt Ni 


ting my Hand off. 
Tom Sba. What, for cutting a cars Hand off? you 
were a Cat when I cut it off. 


man, Gamer Dickinſon, who threped and threped, and 


a Clock Butter would not come, non the Ale wark a bit, 

who: has hewitcht it. 

Sir Jeff. I've heard enough, ſend em all to the Goal. 

La. Sha. You muſt never give a Witch any Milk, Bug 

ter, Cheeſe, or any thing that comet fromthe Cows, ©  ; 

Prieſt. Now dou damn d Vicch,*Fvilt be after ſnheeing 

dee hang'd indeed; I did taak her by my Shoul——— 
Dick. lama poor innocent Woman, Iam abuſed; and 

I am his Wife, an't pleaſe your Worthip ; he had Knows 

ledge of me in a Room in the Gallery, aud did 1 

me Marria 

Sir Jeff. Ha! What's this > 

| - Prieſt. By my Shalvaation I am innocent as de chi 

vaborn, 1 * it before Heaven, I did never maak For- 


nicaation in my «Mo Aſide. ]) Vid: my Noſtrils; dere as 


Mental Reſervaati I am too ſubtib for dem indeed 
gra. {To them.] lice upon me. | 

La. Sha. There is bing! in. chis Story, but I dane 
not ſpeak of it. 

Sir Jef. I do believe you, Mr. O Devilly.. 
Dick. Beſides, he is a Popith Prieſt. 


Woman. Beſides, this Woman, Margartt ben ; 
by name, threaten d to be * d on me, and my Co i 
my Child has had Pits | 


Tom $he, This is the that had a Haund cut off, 2 . 
ang d for baving my Hand cut 
reveng d on me? and has not fhe been ſtruck with a Paia 


in her Rump- bone ever fince? and did not my Sow . 1 | 


ht? 3 
Harg. You mould le ſend your Brother to Goal for cut- 


Tho. O Georges. Ant pleaſe your Worſhip, this wo- 


aw to becaw'd me laſt Night i'th' Lone, and who fai& 
he would be reveng d on me; and this Morning at Four: ' 
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| Devil has left you. 
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Prieſt. Aboo, boo, boo, E Prieſt! 1 vill taak de 
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Qades Fair and Trot; I did never taak Holy Orders 
nee 1 was bote [ {fde.} In Jamaica; dere 2 Men- 


5 tal Reſervaation too, and it is law ful. 
N Dont. Indeed Sir, L have been told he is a Popiſh Prieſt, 


and has been at Rome. | 

Prieſt. I ſpeak in de Preſence of all de Saints, daat 1 
Aid never ſee Rome, in all my Life {Afede.]. Vid de E) es 
of a Lyon. Dere was another by my Shoul. g 
Sir Jeff. Take away the Witches; there is their Mit- 


þ .. inius, carry em all to Lancaſter. 


-. Witches. I am innocent! I am innocent! 
Conſt. Come on, you Haggs; now your Maſter the 
7 Ex. Conſt. andWitches. 
Sir Jeff. Sir, you muſt excuſe me; I muſt give you the 
Oaths upon this Iuformation. 


Prieſt. And by my Shoul, Joy, I vill taak dem, and 


© Twenty or Thirty more Oades it dou doſht pleaſe indeed, 


I vill taak em all to ferve dee, Fait and Trot. 
Sir Jef. Come into the Hall, there's the Statute-Book. 


La. Sha. I vill go in and ſee if the Brides be ready. 


Enter Sir Edward, Bellfort an⁊ Doubty. 
Sir Rd w. Gentlemen, this Day I am to de the great 


Duty of a Father in providing for the Settlement of my 
Children; this Day we will dedicate ro Mirth, I hope 


vou will partake with me in. my Joy. 

Bell. 1 ſhould have had a greater ſhare in any Joy that 
could affect fo worthy a th had not your Daughter 
been the only: Perſon, I ever ſaw, whom 1 could have 


 fixt my Love upon: But Iam unhappy that I had not the 


Honour go know you till it was too late. 
Sir Edw. This had been a great Honour to me, and my 
Daughter, and I am ſorry I did not Know it ſooner, and 


aſſure you it is ſome Trouble upon me. 4 
Doubt. How like a Gentleman he takes it! but 1 have 


an Afs, nay two to deal with. | | 

Enter La. Shacklehead, If: and Theodoſia. 
La. Sha. Good Morrow, Brow 
are ready; where are the luſty Bridegrooms 2: 


Sir Edu. Heav'n grant this may you a happy = 


La. Sha. Mr. Doubty, was ever uch an unluck j Nig 
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our Brace of Brides. 


f Doubt. 


The Lancaſhire Witches. — 40 
Doubt. Tis happy to me, who was affurTofthe L 
of one I love much more than all the Joys 1 5 
La. Sha. Now you make me bluſh; I ſwear it 1 N. 
tle too much. — 15 
Bell. Ladies, Iwiſh you much Joy of this Day. 
Doubt. Much Happineſs to you. | ” 
| Enter Sir Jeflery and Tegue O Devilly. 
: Sir Jeff. Brother, good Morrow to you; this is a2 
happy Day, our Families will ſoon be one: I have feax 
all the Witches to the Goal. Wenne 
Sir Edw. Had you Evidence enough? 3 
Sir Jeff. Ay, too much; this Gentleman was accuſed 
for being a Papiſt, and a Prieſt, and I have given him the ©” 
Oaths, and my Certificate, and on my Conſcience he is a | 
r 7 UE 
| '- Prieſt. It is no matter, I did taak de Oades, and l am 
: a very good Proteſtant upon Occafion, Fai.  _ * 
Sir Edw. Say you ſo ! between you and 1, how many 
Sacraments are there? Wd: ; Moby 5. 
Prieſt. How many ! by my Shoule dere are ſheven ; 
how many would dere be tink you, bob! by my Shout 
bave a Diſpenſaation, indeed 1 am 100 cunning fort 
fait I am. | Aide. 
Sir Edw. So here are the Bridegrooms. 1 
Enter Sir Timothy, Young Hartford, and Servant. 
Sir Tim, Oh! my dear pritty Bride, let me kils thy. 
Hand! how joyfulam1, that I ſhalf have my Dear within 
theſe Arms! ah, now the little Rogue can ſmile upon me. 
Yo. Her. Couſin; good Morrow to you, I am glad to 
ſee you; how do you do this Morning? SS. 
Theo. Never better. 
Yo. Har, God be thanked; I am very glad on't. 
Sir Edw. Is not the Parſon come yet? 3 
Serv. Yes, Sir, he is very buſy at his Breakfaſt in the 
Buttery: And as ſoon as he has finiſht his Fipe and his 
Tankard----he will on you: he has married oue 
Couple already, th Jain and Mrs. Suſan. | 
Sir Edu. How! Serv. Tis true. Ire 
Sir Ed. I am ſorry for't, that Chaplain is a Raſcal 
l have found him out, and will turn him away. *- 
| Enter another Servant. —_— 
Serv. Sir, here are ſome of your Tenants and Country» 
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we Men come to be merry with you, and have brought chei 
» Piper and deſire to dance before You, ® * 
Euler ſeveral Tenants and Country Fellows. 
© Tenants. We w come to wiſh your Worſhip, my 
young Maſter, and, Lady, Joy of this happy Day. 
had ro _ You ate kigd - ch 4 

is Happineſs indeed, to fee my Friends, and all my lov- 
ing Neighbours chus about — Ads 
A. Heavens bleſs your good Worſhip, 
Sit Edw. Theſe honeſt Men are the Strength and Si- 


xypred, and while they ſtand to us, we fear no papiſt, 
Bor French Invaſion j this Day we will be metry copethet: 
; ld Ay ſt make bold to dance for Joy. | 
Six Eau prithee do---- . [C/od Daxces.] Go bid the 
Parſon come in, we will difpa.ch this Zuſineſs here be- 
| ae 
Il. Hold] there needs no Parſon, 
Six EAw. What ſay you? 
Sir Jef. How! | e . 
I ſeb. We are marry'd already, and deſire your Bleſſing. 
ir Eaw. It is impoſſible, | 
© * »* -* [Bellfort, Doubty, Iſabella au Theodoſia kneel. 
La. Sha. Heav'n! what's this I ſee? ' 
Sit Jeff, Thieves! Robbers! Mutderers of my Ho- 
” mour! I' hang that Fello x. 
Sir Bau. What Pageantry is this? Explain your ſelf. 
„Sir Tim. What a Devil do they mean now 


you Fathers were too far engag'd to break off: Love 
forced us to this Way, and nothing elſe can be a fit Excuſe. 
Doubt. We have deſigned this ever ſince laſt Summer, 


and any other but a ee. Way, had certainly prevent- 


ed it; Let Exceſs of Love excuſe our Fault. Sir Jeffery, 
1 will exceed what Settlement was made upon your 
Daughter. | 5 | 
Bell. Andi will, Sir, dot > Right to yours, 
Sit Jeff. Fleth aud Heart--+ urder her. 
Doubt. Hold Sir! ſhe's mine now; I beſeech Jou 
moderate your Paſſion. 2 
La. Sha. Oh vile Creature! I'll tear her Eyes out. 


I Ateſs d, muſt be P by. | , Lite Sha. 
1 | af 
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welcome, Neighbours; this 


nes of our Country; ſuch Men as theſe are uncor- 


Bell. The Truth is, Sir, we are marry'd; we found 


Doubt. Forbear, i Madam: What cannot be re- 
IJ 
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Ia. Sha. Thou worſt of T hieves, thou know 1 an 5 


ne' er pals it by. At, 

Sir Jeff biz Edward, you may do what you ET 30 
but I'll go in and meditate e B. | 

La. She. And I. x. SirJeff and La dy, 4 

Sir Tim, Hold, hold rm bet 1 we bloody minded; off 1 
ſhall commit Murder elſe; Honour! my Honour 1 
1 muſt kill him; hold 10 fall, or I ſhall Kul many | 

Yo. Har. For my part, Couſin, 1 wiſh yow-Joy, for 
I am reſolved to Hunt, and Hawk, and Courſe, as long 
as I live— 

Sir Tim. Crue] Woman! I did not think you would 
have ferv'd me ſo; 1 thall run mad, and h =p Fo, 
and walk, | 

Prieft. Now phaar is de Soleedity of all dim — N 2 
all iſh paaſht, and what vill you ſhay now? You mu 
taak thome Conſolaation unto you----Dou puſt Forni- 
caate vid dy Moder's Majd-ſharvants ; and dat is all one 
by my Shoal. | 

Sir Edw. Hold, Gentlemen! who marry'd you? 

Bell. This Gentleman, who is under chis gray G | 
my Parſon, 

Sir Edw. Tis ſomerhing unhoſpitable. 

Bell. I hope, Sir, you'll not have cauſe to repent it; 
had there been any other Way for me to hayeeſcap'd per- 
petual Miſery, I had not taken this. | 

Sir Edw. But you, Sir, have moſt iojr's me. 

Donbt, I beg a Thouſand Pardons, tho I muſt have 
perith'd if I had not done it. | 

Theo. It is no Injury, Sir, Inever could have low d your! 
Son, we muſt have been unhappy. 

Iſab. And had been miſerable with Sir Timothy. 

Yo. Har. To ſay the Truth, I did not much care forher 
neither; I had rather not marry. 

Sir EA. Eternal Bl d! [ will have other Meatipto 
preſerve my Name: en, you are Men of ample 
Fortunes and worthy ----Sir, 1 with you Happi- 
nels with my Daughter, take her. | 

Bell. You have given me morethan my own Fathergid, 
than Life and Fortune. 

I/ab. Vou are the beſt of Fathers, and of Men. — 33 

Sir Edw, I will e det. appeaſe Sir Jeffery and 
my Ladys Doubt. 
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. ape ur. Fuel ate 
1 1 b a 7 lat a5 made lo — 
* Da beer, And gorrupted my San. Lv wy Jigs 
. 5 Hase the vol all, Jam ruin'd oodSir, 
eme ſyour Chaplaia, a and L will do nal gs preach, wh 
dau comma 
Wy Ar Ew. Il not have a Divine with lo flexible: 1 
E there ſhall be ho ſuch Vipers in my Family; 1 — 8 
7 | re ſhall have Orders. But ſhe has ſery d d 
will give her a Farm of 404, per . 0 
| Sir, ix was an Office you wete born too. 
Brick id ] OT Jan Jormionte, and dou didſt 
dou hadſt not maad Marriage, I vould N 
E he Catholick, and preferred dee to St. Omers, Dey. 
2 bave ben dee for one of geir e, fan,. | 
Enter 4 3 . 
* | [muſtben Par Sir, ve a wartant 4 4 
* Fchis Kelly, "Jo O Devilly- --he is oth. 4 
2 I 0 * the Plot. F 
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ge for Traytors, Sie, 5 n 
my.Shalaation derei is no 


5 N e come 9 — _ me.. 18 
5 nw * | -- Lam innocent ee 
© to be born; andif dry vill hang me, I vill be a Shaint in- 
„ Mythengivg peeeh was made 4 me long ago by 
| 74 ens 1 254 # Ih an 111 567 58 . 
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